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BRATVA BILLIONAIRE 


Roman 

When | first met her she pretended not to want me, but | 
could see the truth in her eyes. Soaking wet from the rain, | 
vowed right there and then to track her down and make her 
mine. | wasn't expecting her to worm her way into my life 
through my dogs, the very next day, but Chloe Wilson is 
nothing but surprising. | should have expected nothing less 
from the woman of my dreams. 


But if it's not my money she's after, will she ever be 
comfortable with my job for the Bratva, or am I wasting my 
time thinking that she could finally be my happy ever after? 
| never knew | wanted a wife before | met her, but now only 
claiming her as my own is the only thing that will do. And | 
won't let anybody get in the way. 


Chloe 

When my perfect best friend gets me a dog sitting gig, the 
last thing | expect is to catch the attention of my insanely 
hot Russian billionaire boss. Not only is Roman Dvornikov 
nearly two decades older than me, but he has the pick of 
any woman he wants in the whole of Miami. Including my 
best friend. What could he possibly see in a girl with a 
heightened sense of injustice who's been struggling to hold 


down a steady job since high school? I'm going to take some 
convincing. 


But when my father gets into trouble with some local 
heavies, Roman steps in to offer protection in more ways 
than one. Is he just taking what he can get from the girl 
desperate to give him her very first time, hoping it's forever, 
or is he in it for the long haul too? My heart's on the line, but 
he already had it the moment I met him. 


*Bratva Billionaire is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 
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CHAPTER 1 


Chloe 


Destiny Grainger always had excellent hair and a plan for 
everything. Straight out of school, she'd gotten her childcare 
qualifications and set up her own business and everything 
she touched turned to gold. 


Me, not so much. If she wasn't my lifelong best friend | 
would have hated her on principle. But she was, and that 
was why she knew that dragging me down to Sunny Isles to 
scope out all the Russian billionaires and watch the gold- 
diggers with bikini bodies sunning themselves on the 
perfect white sands of the beach was exactly what | needed. 
The pair of us mere mortals took up precious square footage 
right in the middle of it all and slurped on frozen drinks 
made of nothing but chemicals | couldn't even spell right. 


Since we were sixteen, this had been our go-to place for 
curing any kind of bad mood. 


"Wait for it. Wait for it. That skater is going down!" Sure 
enough the blonde nearly crashed into the jogger who'd 
been too busy on his cell phone to notice. | snorted a laugh 
as they waltzed a step or two and the woman on skates 
skittered about. 


Destiny didn't seem amused. 


"You know what your problem is, Chloe?" She had the straw 
of her raspberry slushie in her mouth and she was talking to 
me between a brain freeze, making a face as she swallowed. 


| grimaced, tearing my attention away from the collision and 
back to the serious tone of my friend. 


"Please, enlighten me." 
She rolled her eyes. 


"No, seriously. Do. Help me out. Hell if | Know what I'm doing 
wrong all the time." 


"You want everyone to be a nice person." 


| side-eyed her through my sunglasses. "Says the woman 
who spends her life being nice to everyone." 


She held up a hand. "Not everyone. And anyway, it's not like 
| can't tell who's an asshole or not. | just think about the 
kids, and the money and suddenly | can be nice as pie. But 
we're talking about you and your expectations. | hate to say 
it Chlo, but you gotta downgrade them or nothing's ever 
going to work out." 


| jabbed at my frozen yoghurt with the itty bitty plastic 
spoon. I'd just been fired from my latest job ferrying tourists 
out along the coast down to the Florida Keys, dolphin 


spotting. It wasn't the first time an employer of mine had 
called time. 


"You should have seen them, Desta. | don't care how much 
you've paid for the boat ride, the dolphins are wild 
creatures. You do not throw Coke cans at them when they 
don't jump up in the air like the ones at SeaWorld. And Hank 
has another thing coming if he thinks I'm going to leta 
whole bunch of tourists with too much money mess with 
them just because they want a photo to pin up on the 
internet." 


She stretched out her toes in the sand, tilting her sunglasses 
to look at me over the top of them. She looked kinda like a 
movie star from the fifties or something - all old fashioned 
glamor and elegance. "Yeah. | totally agree, but... Isn't that 
kinda what the whole job was supposed to be?" 


| gritted my teeth and folded my arms across my chest, not 
too old at twenty-one to be above a bit of pouting. "Yes, 
maybe. Okay fine. But it was ridiculous. And | didn't want to 
be part of it anymore." | wrinkled my nose. "Maybe it wasn't 
such a good fit for me." 


Her Russian vocabulary book lay discarded on the towel next 
to her bottle of suntan lotion because heaven forbid she 
waste an opportunity for self-improvement. Destiny had 
everything planned out. 


“Exactly. You've just got to go for things that are more you." 


That was all she'd ever done. | swear, Destiny knew herself 
from the age of five when she was lining all our dolls up ina 
circle and playing mommy. How | hadn't learnt more from 
her about how to have my life together, | would never know. 
Somehow, | was still her polar opposite. The kind of girl who 
wears soccer shorts and tank tops and sliders and scrapes 
my hair up in a ponytail to keep it out of my face, ball cap on 
most of the time. 


"Trouble is, nothing's a good fit for me." 


Destiny handed me her slushie and | traded her my fro-yo 
before taking a long indulgent pull on the thick straw, 
sucking the sugary ice mix into my mouth. 


"That's not true you're excellent with animals. And boats. 
You'd be awesome working at the marine rescue center if 
they weren't such sticklers about qualifications. Did you ask 
your dad again about working with him?" 


I'd grown up on the water. My Dad captained charter boats 
and he always joked that I'd been born part dolphin. I'd have 
joined the business with him, but he kept trying to turn me 
off it. Kept telling me it wasn't the life | wanted. That | could 
make better money doing other things, which was all well 
and good, except so far that hadn't panned out and any 
money would have been better than no money at all. 


He’d changed his tune lately. Started saying it wasn't family 
friendly, despite there being no boyfriend on the horizon, let 


alone anyone who was going to be my baby daddy. Said he 
didn't want me mixed up with the kind of people who asked 
him to do the Cuba runs. Said he had all the crew he 
needed, that most of them were single man, and | didn't 
have the experience. Which was bullshit and we both knew 
it. He thought I should be doing something like Destiny. 


Because Destiny was like a swan - all grace above the water 
with her feet madly paddling away, only no one would ever 
know it. Me, | was a manatee. Kind of cute, if you looked at 
me the right way. Sorta docile. Going nowhere fast. 


She made a sympathetic face at my silence on the topic of 
my Dad and handed me back my frozen yoghurt. We both 
knew the answer to that question. 


Coming out of school had kind of been false start after false 
start, without the glorious take off. | was still waiting for it to 
happen. But it seemed like everything | wanted required 
some kind of college degree, and | couldn't even think about 
getting one through night school if | couldn't hold down a 
job long enough to make some money. 


The trouble was, where she had it all figured out, | really 
didn't. She liked kids just about as much as breathing, so 
childcare had always made sense for her. Don't get me 
wrong, | thought kids were cute. It's just that after one too 
many bad experiences babysitting for my cousin Wanda 
growing up, | Knew what shits they could really be, and the 


only kids | was ever really going to like were going to be my 
own. 


"You could always come work with me for a bit? We're 
coming up to Russian baby season. | bet | could get you 
something." 


| gave her a long look. 


Destiny dealt strictly with under fours and seemed to have 
no issues with cleaning up poop and getting vomited all 
over. | was guessing it came easier when you were getting 
paid some serious moolah. 


Me, I liked marine animals. Dolphins and whales and 
manatees. Loved snorkeling in the tropical waters down by 
the Keys any chance | could get. Which wasn't going to turn 
into any kind of job at all unless | could learn to stomach 
being nice to moron tourists with too much money. Maybe | 
should have learned to scuba dive instead, but that was a 
rich man's game and | didn't have the cash to pay for all the 
gear, let alone the dive qualifications I'd need to become an 
instructor. Money really did make the world go around, and | 
always seemed to be on the wrong side of having enough. 


"It wouldn't have to be forever. You'd be fine. Mostly it's 
changing diapers. Maybe doing a couple of feedings. The 
babies are so small, it's just about giving the mommas a 
break so they can go out for dinner, or take a nap." 


"I don't know." | let out a groan and flopped back on my 
towel in the sand. "I love you to pieces, and | Know it's your 
dream, but I just can't see myself doing nanny stuff." 


Destiny rolled onto her front, propping herself up on her 
elbows and her polka dot bikini stretched impressively over 
her ample cleavage, making me a little self-conscious about 
my flat-chestedness. "Okay. But... Maybe | can find 
something that would suit you. It wouldn't be forever. That's 
the beauty of it. I'm telling you, you need to come work in 
Sunny Isles. The Russians are way better bosses that the 
jackasses you've been dealing with. They pay for everything 
and they disappear back to Moscow or wherever as soon as 
the summer comes around. You could make enough for the 
marine biology course" 


| sat up sharply. "What? Seriously? You think they'd pay me 
that much money?" 


Lounging next to me on the sand, she waved her hand 
towards the gleaming row of glass and steel buildings that 
the sun was reflecting off of. "Look where we are, Chloe. You 
know how much those apartments go for?" 


| shook my head dumbly, eyes widening by the minute. 
Locals like us couldn't even dream of affording an apartment 
here, and during the winter months, you couldn't move for 
hearing Russian everywhere. 


"Let's just say it's more than your course is going to cost." 


The pair of us were in the cheap seats, away from the hotel 
loungers and the stretch of the beach reserved for the 
zillionaires who lived in the gleaming glass and steel high 
rises that overlooked the turquoise ocean. At least half the 
year anyway. She was right. This could be my ticket to finally 
getting where | wanted to be. 


It shouldn't have surprised me that they were willing to pay 
a lot of money to get what they wanted. At least, not for 
Destiny. She was good at her job. 


We were solely here for the beach, and to do a little bit of 
scoping out of hunky male goodness. Part of Desta's plan 
was to find herself an insanely gorgeous Russian oligarch 
who wanted to make babies with her, instead of giving her 
the children of his wife to look after. Personally | thought she 
was probably going about it the wrong way, given that she 
only ever met these guys after there were kids in the 
picture, but | wasn't going to burst her bubble. 


Today, there were a lot of buff bodies to scope out, and 
maybe neither of us had really had time for men when we 
were in school, but we could still look. And appreciate the 
muscles. 


| nudged her as a particularly well-muscled surfer type 
strolled past, and raised one eyebrow. "Well hello there 
hotness, do you mind if I rub suntan oil all over your 
beautiful body?" 


Destiny giggled. 


The pair of us were as bad as each other. We'd neither of us 
had time for boyfriends. There was too much else to sort out, 
and besides, the boys at school had been spilt between the 
kind of geeks who spent most of the summer glued to their 
computers and the jocks on the sports teams who weren't 
going to give either of us a second look because neither of 
us were Malibu Barbie. But we could fantasize. 


"So, you seriously think you could get me some work?" | sat 
up, cross legged on my towel, playing with the sand, 
because I've never been able to sit still all that long. 


Desta pulled her phone out and scrolled through to her 
client list and her calendar, already nodding. "I totally can. If 
you take Roman, then that frees me up for my new client." 


"Wait, it doesn't matter that | don’t have the same 
qualifications as you?" 


"I'm not leaving you with newborns. This is an old client. 
And... anyways, it was a favor he was asking me because he 
knows | do so well with his friends and clients’ kids. It's... 
kind of not my usual job." 


| narrowed my eyes at her. "What's the catch?" 


"It's two five year olds. They're super cute. Won't be any 
trouble. Especially not for you." 


"Five?" | could feel my face fall. "Why especially not for me? 
Do you not remember the time | had to cut bubblegum out 
of my hair that time | looked after Wanda's kids and you had 
to stop me from trying to kill them. Oh come on Desta, you 
said they were babies!" 


"Chloe, you'll be fine. Five year old dogs." 


My face lit up and | let out a short laugh. "You're kidding 
right?" 


"He loves his dogs, and he kind of has trust issues. He 
figured | was so good with babies, | could be good for his 
dogs" 


"| love dogs. Dogs are so much better than babies." 


"See, | knew you'd be perfect for this. I'm texting him right 
now." 


"Wait, really?" 


"Yes, really. You're the perfect person for this. | should have 
passed him off onto someone else but he always 
recommends me when people he knows come over to give 
birth... and he kinda seems to know a lot of people. | really 
didn't want to snub him." 


| took another bite of my frozen yoghurt, making sure to get 
a good scooping of sprinkles. "How many people are we 


talking? You think there's something dodgy going on?" 


Destiny shrugged. "At least half a dozen in the past year. | 
don't ask those kinds of questions. | mean, he's well 
connected. | guess they ask him because he lives over here, 
mostly. | think he does something financial. Like... turn lots 
of money into even more money." 


"Oh my God, is he some kind of Russian Mafia kingpin." 


Destiny's lips went thin and her eyes turned shifty. She 
leaned in, and her voice went so low | had to strain to hear 
her. "He so is. But | never ask. And | play it totally oblivious. | 
strongly advise you do the same." 


| grinned. "Don't ask, don't tell. | like that policy. | like the 
sound of this job too. See, that's the kind of thing | need to 
get into." 


Destiny laughed. "Well, maybe you'll do so well looking after 
his dogs he'll fall in love with you and whisk you away to live 
the life of a mafia billionaire wife." 


| snorted. "Yeah right." 
"| don't know. He really loves his dogs" 


The unmistakable roar of a sports car engine echoed sharply 
off the tall buildings from the road behind the beach, and 


half a dozen people strained to see the flash of bright blue 
streak pass, clinging to the road. 


| glanced across to Destiny and she raised her eyebrows. 
"Think, Chloe, play this right and this time next year, that 
could be you." 


| shook my head, rolling my eyes at her and set my empty 
yoghurt cup down in the sand next to my towel. "Come on, 
are we going swimming or what?" 


CHAPTER 2 


Roman 


Changing gears with perfect efficiency, | blasted out of the 
garage entrance to The Porsche Design Tower, the building | 
called home when I was in Miami, and roared up the street. 
Reverberations from the V8 engine echoed between the 
glass and steel of the buildings, and every pedestrian on the 
street and down on the beach turned to stare. | knew why. 
The roar of a V8 was hard to ignore and it rippled through 
the beach scene in a way no other sound could. | loved it. 


As usual, | was the center of attention. Everything | had was 
out on show and there was more than enough to create 
envy, from the sports car to my aviator Ray Bans and the 
deep tan of my muscled chest above my rolled down 
wetsuit. Only in Miami could | live quite like this. 


| could have avoided the humidity completely by keeping 
the top up, but where was the fun in that? How could | show 
off what | had from behind tinted windows? That was not the 
life | wanted at all. 


Men wished they were me, women wanted to be with me. | 

was top of the tree. Anything | wanted, | could get if | didn't 
have it already. There was nothing | couldn't have. Not here, 
not in Russia either. | was too valuable to everyone involved. 


| was the man they came to when favors needed doing and 
money needed shifting, filtering, or purifying. 


It took so many layers, so many flips and switches and 
exchanges, so many times going through a company with a 
sheen of legitimacy, for cash to be transmuted into art 
works, or real estate or race horses, and then flipped into 
cash, reinvested, flipped back to cash again. The trickling 
lines flared out into so many capillaries it was impossible to 
trace the source and then, gradually, they all fell back 
together, via different routes, coming together like the 
Everglades merged with the sea and the dividing line 
between what was salt water and what was sweet 
disintegrated completely. 


Peter the Great claimed St Petersburg out of a swamp. | kept 
the Bratva well above the muck. And my reward was to have 
everything | could have ever wanted. Just like a tsar. 


Only lately had | started to feel regret that | had no one | 
wanted to share it with. 


| gunned the engine hard, letting out the throttle as | raced 
along, crushing that thought down. It wouldn't do me any 
good. | didn't need a gold digging American, or a clueless 
Russian willing to sell herself for a better life here. What | 
wanted from a woman did not exist. 


What I had instead were so many distractions, so many toys. 


Down the south end of Sunny Isles Beach was where I'd 
learned one of my favorite hobbies. Up in my penthouse 
from the windows overlooking the shore, I'd been able to see 
the wind drawing tempting swirls in the water and the 
clouds forming on the horizon telling me there was a storm 
Skirting close enough to whip up some waves worth chasing. 
In a few hours the sunbathers wouldn't have anything left to 
work with, but for now the weather was just far enough away 
for us all to have something to play with. 


The wind was already getting up, shaking the palm trees 
that lined the road as | raced along it. | screeched into the 
parking lot of the shack, my door open almost as soon as | 
stopped and I tossed my keys to Luis Caruso's kid brother, 
Andreas, who caught them one handed. 


"Hey Roman! You goin' out in it?" 
"Damn right | am. You want to help me launch?" 


He glanced back to the shop and then out to where | was 
unloading my kit to carry out onto the sand with the shady 
glance of a pre-teen who'd been told to stay put. "Okay, 
sure." 


| didn't feel bad. He'd only be away a handful of minutes 
and we'd keep the shop in sight. 


“Let's go. No hanging about." 


| yanked my kite out of the bag in the half seat in the back 
of my car. The stubby, stunted board with loops for my bare 
feet, like stuck on sliders, was slung across it and | hauled 
that up too. 


| could have paid for space right on the beach to keep my 
gear, but | liked to have the things | owned well under my 
control. Anyone could tamper with the beach lockers and 
out on the water, | needed to be able to trust no one had 

messed with my lines. 


Sunny Isles was the perfect stretch of long, flat sand for the 
waves to race along and the wind to get up. And I wasn't 
planning on wasting the start of this storm. 


| took my shades off, and slipped them onto the kid's face. 
"Look after these too, huh?" 


"No problemo man." 


Two years ago, Caruso had told me thirty-eight was too old 
for someone to learn a new sport. What the hell did he 
know? He was still wet behind the ears, thinking reaching 
his twenties made him a man, counted as experience in life. 
He made me laugh. But he was a good teacher. Two years 
later, he was eating his words. Now maybe he understood a 
little better what it was to be Russian. No Russian ever took 
no for an answer. Especially not me. 


After everything our country had come from, we could do 
anything we put our minds to. All it took was effort and if 
effort was there, then there was nothing we couldn't do. | 
was no exception. To be rich was not enough. | had to be the 
best at everything | did, and I had to let the world see it. In 
Miami, | wanted to be the best at everything | did, 
everything | touched. 


| was good to go, neoprene wetsuit rolled down at the waist 
and | slipped the sleeves on, zipping up over my tanned abs 
that | so diligently worked on, stretching it tight over the 
broad swell of my biceps and | clipped the rig belt around 
my narrow waist. 


| might have been forty, but | could have cleaned the floor 
with most typical Americans. Age was no barrier to me. | 
wasn't going to slow down until nature made me. And there 
was no sign of that happening just yet. 


| paced the lines out, stepping back to change the angle so 
the sail started to ripple in the wind, and | adjusted the 
angle until all the flapping stopped and the wind stretched 
the kite into a rigid arc. Andreas was having to hold on tight 
to stop it from ripping out of his hands. | nodded across the 
distance, easing the angle so | could get a controlled start 
and | kicked the board down in the shallows as Andreas let 
the kite zip out of his hands. 


| waved at the kid as I zipped up along the beach, but he 
was already racing back along the sand to the kitesurfing 
Shack, and no doubt to guard my car. 


| let out a whoop as | felt the tug of the wind and found the 
balance point with the rig, leaning back against the 
resistance. It was strong, and my muscles bunched when | 
pulled back in, testing the way the kite wheeled and turned 
at my command. These lines were my direct connection to 
the sky, and you couldn't fight it, or it'd fight you back. Just 
like with a beautiful woman, you had to have a light touch, a 
gentle hold. 


Only, there hadn't been any women like that out here. Or in 
the years before I'd left Russia, when | had nothing to my 
name. 


All the strength and power in the world meant nothing 
unless you learnt to accept that all you could do was ride it. | 
loved that. This was skill, and patience and sheer 
adrenaline. | only got that here. 


And with my head swimming with too many thoughts, | 
could do with that. 


All my contacts, all the companies and trade routes I'd 
established and kept secure fed the bloated ocean of the 
Bratva’s funds, and | floated on top of them, riding the 

ocean I'd created, just like | was now. The storms rumbled 
over, whipping up the waves, and | had to hold on, learn how 


to jump and twist to stay on my board, flying on the pull of 
the wind and plunging down into the water, to be ducked 
under the waves and come up spluttering. | had the know- 
how to survive and to keep the ocean of funds flowing. 


Timoshenko thought he was the admiral of the fleet that | 
commanded, but lately it had been his deputy Valentin 
Rozhkov calling the shots. Privately | thought his way of 
working was better. He understood the changes in the 
weather and that sometimes it was best to read the storm 
clouds coming and take precautions, rather than to allow 
yourself to be ripped apart by the hurricane. 


I'd come too close to disaster. | had to find another way to 
make it through. And just like | was now, | had been sailing 
too close to the wind. Something needed to change. 


Suddenly, Caruso was there by my side, board coasting 
along next to mine. "It's coming in quick, Roman!" He had to 
shout to be heard over the roar of the waves and the rush of 
the wind, and | nodded to show I'd heard him. 


I'd had the same feeling. The sky had darkened and | was 
having to spill wind to keep control of my rig and stop my 
lines from tangling with his. 


"Don't tell me you are scared, Caruso!" 


He barked a laugh back at me, and let his board lift up in the 
wind, jumping a slow arc clear above my board and | 


stretched up to touch the bottom of it as he floated over me, 
touching down in a rush of spray. 


"Bring it, Roman!" 
It was on. 


| looked to my left, towards the coast, and the beach that 
had been teaming with people catching the last rays of sun 
for the day was already clearing in response to the dark 
clouds coming in. 


Out in the distance, towards the horizon, the clouds were 
low down to the water and there was a flash of sheet 
lightning. But it was miles out yet. 


Rising up taller than the buildings around it, in a narrow 
cylinder, the Porsche Design Tower curved where the other 
buildings on the strip had squared off corners. There wasn't 
a single straight wall around the edge. Just like the New York 
Guggenheim, the building worshipped the power of the 
curve, and | loved its decadence. The way it stood out meant 
that | could always look back to Sunny Isles and see my 
home. 


That mattered. 


I'd grown up on Moscow winters, black ice and snow for 
months on end in a single glazed apartment block with a hot 
water tank that only periodically worked. I'd grown up ina 


country where there was never enough food in the shops 
and the deals you made and the connections you kept 
meant the difference between going hungry and eating like 
a king. Where you couldn't guarantee your home was going 
to be your home when you left it in the morning, if someone 
better connected than you wanted it instead. 


| couldn't live like that again. I'd do anything to keep what | 
had. 


I'd earned my turn basking in all that American capitalism 
could buy me. | wasn't giving it up for anything. Not even 
our president deciding to pull down the iron curtain all over 
again, limiting the travel capabilities of my fellow oligarchs. 


Well, he couldn't call me back. | wasn't the right kind of man 
and | always wanted to be able to see what was mine. Right 
on show where nobody could take it without me knowing 
exactly who they were. 


| turned the kite hard, steering it sharply into a dive that 
scooped up the fullness of the wind and | let my board race, 
picking me up with it, and the sea dropped away from me, 
meters below. | let out a whoop, twisting to touch the base of 
my board. Tensing my muscles | controlled the descent, 
hitting the water with a racing skid, and still managing to 
stay upright. 


| was never going to go professional at kitesurfing, but | 
could give the kids who thought they owned the beach a run 


for their money. | worked out hard to make sure | had the 
core strength and dexterity of movement to pull the flips 
and mid-air turns that the kids dreamed about pulling off. | 
had the best kite, the best board money could buy. Out 
there on the waves, with the kite full of wind and the board 
beneath me, going roughshod over the waves, drifting up 
into the air, the connection between me and all the power of 
a storm was unmistakable, electric. It was the closest 
anybody could ever come to flying. 


Nothing like this existed back in Russia. It was why | loved 
Miami. You paid enough, you could do anything you could 
dream of. 


| was never going back. I'd never been one of his civil 
servants, never had ties to the security services, even if I'd 
benefited from the corruption of just such men. Miami was 
the perfect choice of home for a man of my means, who 
needed a secure position, and had enough legitimate 
business concerns to be able to show off. Or at least, ones 
that were tied up in such a way as to appear legitimate. 


Everything out on the ocean was constant assessment, 
alterations, changing plans. But ultimately, it was the rush 
of freedom | enjoyed as the water raced underneath me, and 
| navigated the waves, kicking up into airborne jumps and 
twists to grab the finned base of my board all over again. 


| was wet with spray, but the wind was warm and | was 
sweating and | didn't care. 


Flying solo was my way, but out here, | could race along with 
the others who'd flocked to the water, cutting through the 
surf. Caruso himself waved to me, zooming in close, and we 
let our kites play close and then race away, ripping through 
the surf. 


Out here, | was just another man. Sometimes that was the 
way | liked it best. 


| glanced out to sea, pulling hard to draw the kite in and 
then letting it out as it arced low, changing speed as well as 
direction. Soon I'd have to head back the way I'd come, to 
avoid having to lug my board all the way back along the 
beach. | leaned back, feeling the rise of the board as it cut 
through the water, racing faster as the wind gusted strong. 


So far, I’d kept the Bratva’s wealth the way they wanted it, 
always liquid when they needed it, always above suspicion, 
always secure. But the waters were becoming more difficult 
to navigate. For now, we were all happy, but I had to find 
another way soon. 


When everything was running smoothly, | could live here 
like an American, only better than any American ever could. 
If it all dried up, my fall from grace would take me a very 
long way down. 


Here, | wasn't the only one showing off. If anything, | 
blended in more when | behaved the way | wanted to than 
when | tried to be discreet. Miami wasn't built by shrinking 
violets. 


But the storm was coming. And | had to find a way to avoid 
it. 


Caruso slowed his board, coasting along beside me at a 
more sedate pace. "We should head back in," he shouted. 


| shook my head, feeling excitement flare in my eyes. "I'm 
not ready yet. You see me disappear, you call the coast 
guard!" 


With that, | pulled the rig in tight, zipping a tight turn and a 
racing dive that brought me more sharply against the angle 
of the waves, racing out towards the storm. If | had to find a 
way to get through this, the only way to do it, was to tackle 
it head on. 


"You're loco, Roman!" 


On the horizon, lighting struck the water, and | let outa 
laugh. 


"No Caruso, | am Russian!" 


CHAPTER 3 


Chloe 


Out in Sunny Isles, the real estate was unreal. Desta had an 
uncle in the business, which meant she had a vague working 
idea of the value of the apartments in each building and, 
ethical or not, that meant that she could decide whether or 
not she was going to accept a job based on the address they 
supplied. 


| was wet through by the time I'd walked Destiny to the 
entrance of Trump Towers, where her current most highly 
paying newbie parents were living for the duration of their 
stay. She'd chosen wisely, again. 


"Chlo I'm so sorry you can't come up and use the shower. I’m 
not allowed any friends over. | really don't want to push it 
with these guys. I'm brand new to them and I'm on 
recommendation." 


| didn't mind the warm rain washing the salt water out of my 
hair. "Don't worry about it, chica. I'm like ten minutes from 
home once | get back to my car." 


It wasn't like any of the Russians over here having their 
babies were hurting for cash, but Destiny told me there was 
a great deal of difference in generosity between those who 


had scraped together the cash to make sure their child got 
the American passport and had better healthcare than back 
in the frozen Siberian wastes, and those who could 
comfortably afford to be here. 


It must have been really something to be able to take your 
pick of apartments and have your only worry be whether you 
got the best ocean view and whether there were enough 
parking spaces for all of your sports cars. It wasn't the reality 
| knew. 


| was still in my childhood bedroom, living with my Dad and 
Desta only lived on her own because her grandma, who'd 
raised her, had gone into a home and didn't even remember 
her. Part of the reason she worked so hard was to pay for the 
medical bills. 


The weather was coming in fast as | wandered back to the 
Haulover Park where I'd left my junk heap of a car. It would 
have been some luxury to have a parking spot all of my own. 


Instead I'd hustled for a place in the parking lot at the head 
of Haulover Beach and was banking on avoiding the nudists, 
because the last thing | wanted was an eyeful of wrinkly 
grandpa cock. 


Desta and | used to dare each other to go there, and when 
we finally plucked up the courage we did an instant U-turn 
to get the hell out of there. It was nothing like the place 
we'd imagined, where we'd be able to check out all these 


handsome guys and pretend to be so mature that we didn't 
even notice we didn't have any clothes on. And of course 
we'd fall in love with a pair of Adonis-lookalikes and we'd all 
live happily ever after in their super-yachts. 


| was reminded of the reality. The pair of us had run 
screaming from a guy who had to be in his eighties who'd 
stood in the middle of the sand with his hands on his hips 
and his saggy elephant trunk swinging in the breeze 
between his legs, with what looked like one hell of a 
carcinoma on his bloated stomach. 


My sixteen year old self had sworn I'd been scarred for life, 
and in all honesty, | probably had been, because every time 
| thought about going with a guy just because maybe it was 
time, I'd flash back to Mr Elephant and totally change my 
mind. 


The thought still made me shudder to this day. And with the 
rain rising goosebumps on my skin, right now | was 
shivering all the more badly. 


The trouble was, | hadn't met anyone | really wanted. | grew 
up watching lifeguards and surfers and Cabana boys, 
forming my idea of the perfect man. Only, none of them 
were all that interested in me and my wildlife obsessions, 
not when they had an endless line of Malibu Barbies coming 
up to them in string bikinis. Beach Bunny had never been 
something | aspired to be. 


All the dive guys thought | was some kind of hick because | 
didn't go to college. 


My Dad did a good job of scaring off any of the guys at the 
marina. Not that | was really attracted to any of them. | 
didn't want a guy who spent all his time on the ocean and 
expected me to suck it up when he went for beers with the 
guys instead of coming home, and then expected dinner on 
the table and the engine oil washed out of his jeans. No 
thank you. 


| saw how my parents’ relationship had worked and | wasn't 
about to get sucked into that life. Half the guys at the 
marina acted like feminism hadn't happened, and the rest of 
them went out with their childhood sweethearts. 


| didn't even have a childhood sweetheart. Me and Desta 
had gone to Prom together. 


Whatever, | was holding out for my perfect man. One day I'd 
meet him, and I'd know. And that would be the guy | slept 
with for the first time, and hopefully all the times after that. 
It wasn't that | was all that much of a church goer, but | 
knew what | wanted and there were so many other parts of 
my life where people would say | wasn't good enough and 
pass me by, the last thing | wanted was to give everything 
to some guy on a plate for him to do the same thing to me 
but on a way more personal level. 


No, I'd decided. When | lost my virginity, it was going to 
count for something, and the guy who was popping my 
cherry was going to be some kind of wonderful. Call me a 
sucker, but that was how | wanted it to be. 


I'd always loved the way the wind got up at the start of a 
hurricane, but | knew | shouldn't be out here much longer. | 
needed to get back home and make sure | was safely off the 
road in case the storm hit the coast full on. It wasn't due to 
do much more than graze us, but there was no sense taking 
the chance. 


My hair was still wet from the ocean and the t-shirt I'd pulled 
on over my bikini had unattractive wet patches highlighting 
the shape of my wet top, even before the rain. I'd been 

banking on the heat of the sun drying me out, more fool me. 


| walked my way down to the parking lot at Haulover Park, 
pulling out the keys to my Suzuki mini-jeep from the pocket 
of my shorts. 


| cringed when | realized I'd left the soft top down, like | 
always did when the sun was shining. It wasn't like anyone 
was going to steal the hunk of junk and there was nothing in 
there worth taking. It had an actual cassette deck instead of 
a radio for crying out loud. Security had never been an 
issue. And with the blue sky earlier, | hadn't thought the 
weather was going to be bad either. 


"Damn it! There wasn't supposed to be a storm!" 


Just my luck, there was a whole crowd of guys milling around 
my car, no doubt waiting to get a look at the idiot who'd just 
ruined her upholstery. 


| gritted my teeth, bracing myself before | even attempted 
going over. | didn't want the hassle and | knew there would 
be a whole load of comments because of my genius and 
total inability to manage forethought. 


It was only a bit of rain. The seats would dry. 


Head down, | tried to breeze my way through, bracing to be 
hassled for my outstanding idiocy, but apparently | wasn't 
even worth a glance. | was just getting in the way of the 
main attraction. 


They were all way too interested in the incredibly expensive 
sports car parked in the bay next to mine. With the soft top 
closed. Because apparently billionaires have more sense 
than me. 


"If he doesn't come back, I'm taking it." One of the old guys 
said. 


"He's going to come back, right?" The kid looked like the 
only one of the lot who was concerned about the owner of 
the car. 


A guy who had to be alittle bit older than me let out a 
laugh. "Of course he's coming back. Shit, Sal, don't scare the 


kid!" 


"Well, if he doesn't, I'm taking the car. | always wanted mea 
sports car." 


"Yeah? What you gonna tell the cops?" 
"Tell 'em | won it, that's what!" 


The guy started laughing again. "Then they'll know you ain't 
telling the truth. You can't play cards for shit." 


Gritting my teeth, | shifted my way around them, unclipping 
the snaps that held the roof down and hauling the clunky 
mechanism up, spilling a whole sheet of water into the back 
seat. 


Whatever. It didn't even matter now. 


But | was standing in a puddle and this whole parking lot 
party was starting to make me mad. 


"Hi? Can you move? l'm trying to get my roof up and get out 
of here." 


The old guy with a towel slung low on his hips - the one who 
was set on having his very own sports car - turned to leer at 
me and I really regretted drawing his attention to me. The 
rain was starting to get heavier - not that any of them 
seemed to notice - and | was doing everything I could to 
keep my eyes on his face. 


| had a silent mantra running over and over in my head. 
Please don't drop the towel. Please don't drop the towel. 


The fucker dropped the towel. 


"Oh, no. No no no. I don't need to see that." | clamped a 
hand theatrically over my eyes. 


"What's the matter, cutie? Don't think you can handle Big 
Bertie?" 


| cringed, nose wrinkling up because the last thing | wanted 
was to find out he named it. Like a car crash, | couldn't stop 
myself from looking again, and regretted it immediately at 
the sight of his hips shifting back and forth in an arthritic, 
extremely awkward-looking thrust. 


"That's it, exactly. You're so right." | said, hoping that the 
crazy old loon was going to leave me alone now. If this was 
the height of my prospects in the love life department, | was 
totally doomed. 


| shoved my way around him, working faster to clip the roof 
back on, wishing | hadn't said anything at all. 


"Hey, sweetheart, you want a hand?" 


The twenty-something guy was standing there with his arms 
folded across his chest, leaning way too close to me, a smile 


on his face like he thought | was going to swoon all over him, 
even though he couldn't take his eyes off my breasts. 


| knew guys like him. He thought he was way too cool with 
his perfectly even tan, standing around like he was posing 
for a muscle magazine. I'd never found that an attractive 
feature. Not in anyone his age. What did he have to back 
any of it up? This wasn't his car. He'd only bothered to 
notice me when | practically yelled at the lot of them. That 
was the whole trouble with my generation, the concept of 
what it was to be a gentleman was entirely dead. Or that's 
what | was going with, anyway. 


"Don't trouble yourself." 


| yanked open the drivers door and got inside my car, so 
thankful that | could pull the lock down behind me. 

Stoically, | refused to grimace as | sank down into the wet 
set even though it squelched sickeningly underneath me 
and | could feel the cold wetness seeping through the seat of 
my shorts. The car seat was like a sponge and it had just 
gone and soaked up all the rain. 


There was water sloshing about on the floor too, and | really 
hoped it hadn't got in anywhere that would cause damage. 


The windows were already fully steamed up with the 

humidity and | shoved the keys into the ignition, praying 
that when I turned the key it was all going to be just fine. 
The light came on and | breathed out a sigh of relief, and 


flipped the AC on as high as it would go in an attempt to 
clear the fog. The cool breeze made my teeth jitter together 
and | was painfully aware of my nipples standing on edge 
beneath the clinging cotton of my t-shirt. 


| really hoped | wasn't going to have to get out of the car 
again before | got home. 


Rain drummed down on the soft top and | waited far from 
patiently for the windscreen to clear. 


Apart from the crowd around the sports car, the rest of the 
parking lot was empty and even the fascination of the car 
seemed to be losing its draw. The kid had hurried off for the 
shelter of the nearby beach shack where the kitesurfers 
could buy and hire gear and a couple of the other guys went 
with him. 


The old nudist stood there wringing out his towel and | 
drummed my fingers on the steering wheel impatiently. 


Then, out of nowhere the guy who'd offered me a hand let 
out a shout, hands raised up into the air in celebration. | 
squinted through the windscreen, peering out to try and see 
what all the fuss was about. 


Striding barefoot across the parking lot, carrying a board 
and a bag that had to have one of those kites in it was a 
giant of a man. 


Wetsuit rolled down to his hips, baring his muscled chest, 
rainwater sheeted off him. My mouth was suddenly dry and | 
felt the urge to lick my lips and swallow hard. 


Holy hell. | didn't think men really looked like him. Not in 
real life. 


His body was cut like marble, muscles hard and if there was 
any extra weight on him, | couldn't see it. He was built like 
he took on the ocean every single day and came out 
wanting more. There was an animal fluidity to the way that 
he walked and | found myself sinking down lower in the 
squelching seat of my car because every inch of my body 
was reacting to some primal drive in me that knew he was a 
predator, and | was prey. 


He was all man. Just a hint of gray at his temples let me 
know he was no boy, and boy did | want him to show me 
exactly what a man like him could do. 


He walked like a tiger and | nearly yelped when his eyes met 
mine through the fogged up glass. Before | knew what | was 
doing | could feel my legs sliding wide, knees pushing apart 
like | wanted to give him an all access pass to my body. It 
didn't matter that | had to be so much younger than him, he 
was the sexiest man I'd ever seen and | wanted him on sight. 


The thought was ridiculous. | didn't even know him for 
crying out loud. 


But he was staring right at me too and the way he was 
looking at me made me feel like | might as well have been 
sitting there naked, covered in whipped cream, rather than 
soaked to the skin and starting to shiver. I'd never known 
anyone to look at me with the kind of lust he had in his eyes. 


Before | knew what was happening, he changed his path, 
pushing past the high five the guy from the parking lot had 
given him and walking directly towards my car. 


Suddenly sitting behind the wheel felt like no protection at 
all. 


Shit. What the hell was | going to do? 


| could not meet the man of my dreams looking like I'd just 
survived a major flood, and maybe wet myself. | wasn't 
going to let him talk to me and ruin this moment. 


| wanted the stupid little fantasy that the guy who strolled 
out of the ocean looking like he was Poseidon himself wasn't 
going to run a mile as soon as | opened my big fat mouth 
and he realized | was so far below his league | couldn't even 
touch it. 


While staring at the hunk of a man in a stupor my car had 
died, and | fumbled with the key in the ignition, praying the 
engine started on the first try, but it made a spluttering 
choke. "Shit." | tried again, feeling heat creep up along my 


cheekbones. | couldn't do this. | could not talk to him like 
this. 


By the third time | tried, he was standing right by the 
drivers' side window and he rapped his large knuckles on 
the glass. 


Grudgingly | cranked the window down with the manual 
handle and set my jaw, refusing to look directly at him. 
Maybe if | didn't see him noticing that my entire car was 
maybe the same value as the left rear wheel of his sports 
car, and that | was in a nearly entirely see-through t-shirt 
thanks to the rain, that was clinging hideously to all of my 
wobbly bits, then it wasn't happening at all. 


Master of self-delusion, that was me. 
"I can jump you." 


My breath caught in my throat and | swear my pussy 
clenched with anticipation. | didn't know whether that was a 
threat or a promise, but damn, | didn't care which it was. I'd 
thought my nipples were already tense, but they tightened 
all of a sudden with a fierce jolt of electricity that damn near 
made me whimper, and | realized | was perilously close to 
panting. 


| blinked hard, forcing my brain to take in the Russian 
accent, to process the words he'd actually just said. 


He was talking about the car. He had to be talking about the 
car. And | had to get it together, stat. 


ul U m." 


My hand was shaking as I tried the key a final time, and the 
sound of my shitty, shitty engine spluttering to life had 
never sounded so good. It was not the time to let my 
hormones get the best of me. 


The small triumph made me grin like a crazy person. 
"No need." 


| let out a breath | hadn't realized I'd been holding, 
practically sagging with relief in the wet seat and regretting 
it instantly. But there was no way | was going to let him 
know that. Damsel in distress, | was not, and there was no 
way | was about to start playing that role, even if the hottest 
guy I'd ever seen in real life was playing my knight in... a 
sodden wetsuit. 


| bit my lip, letting out a pathetic sound that | couldn't even 
control as | let my eyes sweep over his chest and down 
dangerously low. A fine trail of hair led down from his naval, 
going beneath the rolls of neoprene and | felt another jolt of 
heat go through me as my eyes leveled on the bulge of his 
incredibly impressive package between his legs. Fuck. He 
was hung like some kind of horse. Hell, if I'd wound the 


window down any further he'd have been in danger of 
causing me an eye injury. 


There was a scorpion inked onto his torso, just above the 
sharp cut of his hip and his left pec was covered in a web of 
italic script, right over his heart. But no way was | going to 
stare long enough to actually read it. 


| never thought I'd really know what to do with a guy when it 
finally came to losing my virginity, but right then in the 
parking lot, | realized that when it came to it, my body was 
going to take over. Right then, it was all | could do not to 
reach out of the window, push his zipper down further and 
suck his impossibly huge cock into my mouth until I'd licked 
all the sea salt off him and he painted the back of my throat 
with saltiness all of his own. 


What the hell was wrong with me? 


Fuck. | had to get out of there before | totally humiliated 
myself. What kind of desperate slut tried to suck off a total 
stranger after he offered to jump start her car? | had to get it 
together. 


| ripped my eyes away from his perfect form and put the car 
into gear, pulling out of the parking bay fast enough that he 
had to step back. In my mirror, | caught a disappointed look 
on his face through the misty blur of the rain. But | had to 
have been imagining that. 


He practically ran over to his car, probably to get out of the 
rain, and he was throwing his board and the kite bag into 
the back when I pulled out of Haulover Park. 


| gunned it up the main road, racing for my turn off in land, 
away from the coast and the skyscrapers of the mega rich. 
By the time I'd turned off the main road and was heading 
back towards home, I'd convinced myself | was making it up. 
There was no a guy who drove a car like that in this city was 
even remotely interested in a girl who drove a car like mine. 


Especially not when he was built like that. He could have 
any woman he wanted in the entire Miami-Dade area. No 
way was that ever going to be me. 


At least, | really hoped it wasn't, otherwise I'd just left the 
man of my dreams in the dust. 


CHAPTER 4 


Roman 


Right there in the parking lot, sitting in her car, looking like 
she'd rather be anywhere else, was the most perfect woman 
I'd ever set eyes on. 


And I'd just let her get away. 


| could have kicked myself. Why hadn't I said anything? 
Done something to stop her from leaving? I'd never had that 
problem since I'd come to Miami. All the women threw 
themselves at me, even though that was the last thing | 
wanted them to do. They liked my accent and my height, 
and of course my money. 


But this woman - soaked to the skin - wouldn't even look me 
in the eye. God, | wanted to make her look at me and see 
exactly what | wanted to do to her and how | knew, 
instinctively, that she was the only thing left in my life that | 
didn't already have. 


Ever since I'd made my money and taken my place in life, I'd 
been able to have whatever | wanted. And | knew as soon as 
our eyes met, that | wanted her too. 


Whoever she was, | was going to find out, and then it would 
only be a matter of time before she was mine. 


Spurred into action, | chucked my things into the back of my 
car, and the guys from the shack scattered as | revved the 
engine to part their little group. | had no time for their fan 
club. | had to catch up with her and find out her name. 


But there was no sign of her on the road in either direction 
when I pulled out of the parking lot, even as fast as I'd raced 
after her. Traffic stretched out in either direction, but her 
Suzuki was nowhere to be seen. 


| hit the steering wheel hard, angry with myself for letting 
her get away. 


Somehow, one way or another, | was going to track her 
down. | hit call on my cell phone, calling my security man 
before | even got back to my building. 


"Igor, it's Roman. | want you to trace the owner of a car. It's a 
Suzuki." | had always had a memory for numbers and | 
rattled off the plate to him even though I had only glanced 
at it. 


When it came to finding this girl again, nothing was going to 
get in my way. | had to leave town in the morning, but while 
| was gone, | was going to make sure she was thinking of me. 


Bitcoin was where the future lay and after the Bratva had a 
close call with a less than loyal Swiss banker I'd made 
arrangements with, I'd been seriously looking into it. 


That was the reason for the latest trip, and | couldn't get out 
of it so easily. But lately there had been more and more 
reasons to travel, more deals to set up and funds to 
redistribute. Maxim Toropov had done a lot of that for me, 
when the travel went international, but he was currently out 
of commission, taking a holiday with his wife and baby and 
when he returned, from what | understood, it would be St 
Petersburg he'd be settling in. 


| was going to have to find another way to get my overseas 
transactions set up if | didn't want to have to sort them all in 
person. 


Until now, it had suited me just fine to travel when | needed 
to. But suddenly, seeing that woman in the parking lot, my 
entire life felt empty and without grounding. What meaning 
did any of it have, if she was not mine? 


"When you find out where she lives, | want you to send her 
roses. And an umbrella. You tell the florist." 


On the other end of the line, Igor sounded confused. "An 
umbrella?" 


"That is what I said. A large umbrella. The card will say, To 
keep you dry until we meet again." 


Igor grunted. "Is this a threat?" 
"What? No. Never mind, | will sort the flowers." 
"Oh. Okay." 


"Just find out who owns the car, Igor. It's not your job to ask 
me questions." 


The last thing | needed was my head of security quizzing me 
on my behavior. | was his boss. | could do what | liked. What 
did it matter that I'd never sent flowers to anyone other than 
clients since I'd been in the country? 


| had no woman, | didn't date. The guest rooms in my 
apartment were mostly empty, unless | was cutting a deal, or 
hosting members of the Bratva or their friends who were 
here for leisure, or the birth of their children and an 
apartment of their own was taking longer than expected to 
come through. 


| organized what | could. But it was all work. Another of my 
legitimate concerns - health tourism. Birth packages. Only 
for esteemed friends and personal introductions. Some 
parents wanted American citizenship for their child, other 
parents just wanted better medical care than they could get 
in Russia and time in the sun with their newborn. 


Others, like Maxim and Elizabeth chose Miami because other 
options that would otherwise have been available to them 


were made more difficult by the work they did for the 
Bratva. And I'd taken special care to line up the people who 
looked after them. 


But Igor was used to me behaving like a lone wolf. 


When I got my way with this mystery woman, all of that was 
going to change. 


CHAPTER 5 


Chloe 


| double-checked the address, squinting up at the looming 
glass skyscraper, only just set back from the beach and let 
out a slow breath. I'd parked my car a couple of streets over 
and now | was feeling self-conscious about strolling into the 
foyer to talk to the guy behind the desk who was so 
obviously going to try and tell me I was in the wrong place. 


Desta said that Roman Dvornikov, the man whose dogs I'd 
be looking after, was always very good at referring the best 
clients to her. And all of them had a lot of money. She 
couldn't stop talking about one pair. A British-Russian 
couple who were totally in love. She had so many pictures of 
their son on her phone that if | didn't know her better I'd 
have been concerned about her. She'd become totally 
smitten while helping take care of him and | suspected she 
stayed in touch with Roman to ask how he was getting on. 


| took a deep breath and smoothed my hand over the collar 
of my crisp white blouse. This was why Desta had told me to 
dress up and had helped me scrape my hair back into a bun 
that tamed all of my usual frizz into a style that looked 
halfway under control. 


Sure, | was supposed to be looking after dogs, but she said 
that a good, professional impression was more important 
than anything else. So here | was, feeling more than a little 
foolish in my pencil skirt and interview shoes. Not so high | 
was going to be tottering around like Malibu Barbie, but with 
just enough lift to make my ankles look slimmer and 
hopefully to make my butt look cute. 


Not that he was going to be looking at my butt. 
"Get a grip, Chloe!" 


With a deep breath, | pulled on a smile and went through the 
automatic door to the lobby, immediately cooled by the 
blissful gust of air conditioning. It was barely audible, but 
like magic, the whole inside was so much less humid. | 
guessed that was what happened when you didn't have a 
unit that was created some time in the late eighties. 


| strolled over to the front desk, attempting to look like | 
came to these kinds of places all the time. 


"Hi. | have an appointment with Mr Dvornikov." 


The concierge barely looked at me. So much for dressing the 
part. For a minute | thought he hadn't heard me either, but 
then his eyes flickered slowly over to my face and he 
grunted. 


Just like Destiny had told me to, | slapped her business card 
down on the desk and the man clawed it closer in towards 
him with one finger. 


He said something in Russian into the headset he was 
wearing, and his fingers clattered across the keyboard that 
was out of sight on the table below. | attempted to look 
casual, leaning against the desk so that | could resist the 
urge to go wandering off and exploring the space. It looked 
like a hotel. There was a bar and a whole load of tables, like 
they expected people to bring their guests down for drinks. 
Maybe they did. Maybe this was how the rich entertained. 


Discrete, muted signs pointed towards the gym. And a Spa. 
And meeting rooms. | guess they expected people to be all 
corporate and important. What the hell did it matter to me? 
They were probably bang on the money, if guys like Roman 
Dvornikov lived here. It felt like meeting rooms were the 
kind of thing he'd need to keep his billions flowing. 


| took one of the little tiny mints in the glass dish on the top 
of the marble counter, and the guy's eyes narrowed. 


“They are for guests." 
My eyes widened. "Isn't that me?" 


ul No." 


| swallowed hard, feeling my chest tighten. Maybe this had 
been a mistake. | never lasted in places where people 
decided they were better than me purely because of the 
money they had or the college they went to, or whatever 
bullshit thing they thought said something fundamental 
about their worth. 


A buzz of static came through on his radio, and he touched a 
hand to his headset, then nodded, with a short, sharp 
motion of his head. | would have been surprised if the guy 
ever learnt how to smile. 


“Elevator number three. | will send it up." 


| grinned, totally triumphant and barely resisted sticking out 
my tongue at him. "Thank you!" 


Childishly, | did take another swipe at the dish of mints and 
slipped about half a dozen into my pocket, though. Then | 
walked purposefully slowly over to the bank of elevators, 
because the last thing | wanted was to trip over my own feet 
and give him the satisfaction of winding up on my ass. 


The doors had already pinged open, ready and waiting for 
me, by the time | strolled over a little rush of apprehension 
washed over me as | stepped inside. 


Roman Dvornikov was all over the magazines. I'd spent last 
night looking him up, ignoring the similarities he had to the 
guy who'd tried to rescue me in the parking lot. Because | 


was Clearly seeing things if | thought the world worked like 
that. 


| must have seen him a million times in the shiny magazines 
Desta picked up to keep track of who the movers and 
Shakers likely to be in need of babysitting services were. 
He'd never looked like a likely target - more action man than 
baby daddy, showing up at all the celebrity clubs, at all the 
right parties, and legend had it, this roof top hang out was 
where he hosted parties that went on for days. 


All of which meant it really didn't matter how sexy my pencil 
Skirt made me feel, | wasn't even going to register on his 
radar. I'd never met any kind of celebrity before. At least, not 
if you didn't count that guy who tried to chat me up by 
telling me all the films he'd been an extra in, while | 
butchered my way through his ridiculously complicated 
coffee order. | was never going to be a great barista and it 
was probably a relief to coffee connoisseurs everywhere that 
| didn't last in that job for more than two weeks. 


But this gig had legs. 


| liked animals. Loved them, in fact. And more importantly, | 
was good with them. 


| was voluntarily here to get covered in dog drool and pick 
up poop. And get paid for the privilege. It probably said a lot 
that | was looking forward to that way more than | had 
looked forward to any of my recent forms of employment. 


This job could be perfect for me. All | had to do was no fuck 
it up by saying something stupid, or making him think | was 
a total idiot. 


What | needed was to be more like Destiny and | just didn't 
think that kind of transformation was going to be possible by 
the time | got to his floor. The elevator was going so fast my 
ears were popping. 


But | could cross my fingers and hope, right? 
Roman 


Home was the penthouse of The Porsche Design Tower. 
Garaging for eleven cars was a luxury | could have lived 
without. But | didn't have to when their individual elevators 
brought each vehicle up to my personal garage, like the Bat 
Cave, except above everyone's heads, rather than below 
their feet. 


If that made me Bruce Wayne, | wasn't complaining. 


The drive-in system was the perfect security feature. My cars 
never went outside of my zone of control. Anyone who came 
to the apartment had to be vetted and there was plenty of 
time while they were making their journey up, either in their 
car, or in the passenger elevator, to provide whatever 
welcoming committee was needed. 


My head security man, Igor, always had someone watching 
the cameras. It was an easy fortress to protect, which is 
exactly why I'd chosen it. All the little things meant | could 
relax and get on with my life, | could entertain without 
permanently carrying a weapon, knowing that there was no 
possible threat. In short, | only had to act like a gangster 
when it was necessary for me, in order to do my job. The rest 
of the time, | could simply enjoy my cut of the money I'd 
made. 


And it was why he was standing in the doorway of my 
bedroom, looking twitchy while | threw the last of my things 
into my suitcase on the bed. 


My travels were unavoidable. And this time, my 
housekeeper, Luba, had point blank refused to look after my 
babies - my dogs. Not in her job description, she’d said. She 
wouldn't even take more money. She was superstitious and 
untrusting. They scared her. | had no desire to force her to 
do something she didn't want, even if her fear was 
unfounded. 


Igor, | employed for other reasons. His skills extended to 
protection, but | wouldn't have charged him with his own 
primary care let alone that of any child or animal. The man 
still lived with his mother. 


My dogs deserved the best care | could get for them. | had 
brought them all the way over from Russia itself, and their 


wellbeing was of prime importance to me. Over here, they 
were as close as | came to having family and | was not going 
to leave them in the care of just anybody. 


"What is it?" 
"The girl." 


The American girl who had looked after Maxim and 
Elizabeth's baby while they stayed here, before they 
borrowed my boat for a family cruise, was trustworthy and 
kind. They couldn't rate her highly enough. | figured she 
would be the same with Koshmarik and Mechta. 


It was a last minute trip, and the girl had taken long enough 
to get back to me to confirm. But she had confirmed, the day 
before, and | had no reason to delay my departure any 
longer. Not even for the excuse of finding who the gorgeous 
woman in the Haulover parking lot was. 


"What about her?" 
"It is not the same girl." 


My eyebrows stretched up towards my hair line, tanned 
forehead crinkling. This was not good. "What?" 


"It is not the same girl," he repeated, as though this was just 
something that had just spontaneously happened. As 


though he thought | might not notice that it was him who 
had let the intruder get in. 


| let out a growl and stalked over to the wardrobe where | 
had a safe installed. The lock beeped open once I plugged in 
the combination and | took out my Glock, giving it a cursory 
check before | slipped it into the waistband of my pants, at 
the small of my back, where it was covered over by the flap 
of my jacket. 


Igor's weapon was on display, as ever, in the holster at his 
waist, but he took it out now, cradling the pistol in a two- 
handed grasp. 


"Let's go meet her. Ask her who she is." 


Unlike the other apartments, the elevator acted as the front 
door and only people who were allowed up, pre-approved, 
could come in. This kind of mistake didn't happen. 


Back in Moscow, the old man Timoshenko called me a 
wizard. It was a well-earned title. They gave me dirty money 
and by the time | was done with it, it sparkled. He could call 
me Gandalf as long as | took my cut. All it meant was that | 
was valuable to him and therefore more of a target than | 
had envisioned being when | planned my future during the 
last frozen Moscow winter | endured. 


Growing up in Communist Russia, before the fall, | learnt 
better than any Westerner ever could that money truly made 


the world turn. It was only with that knowledge that | could 
properly do my job, and only with that knowledge did | know 
how careful | had to be to survive. When you had things 
worth taking, there were always plenty of thieves around, 
and plenty of enemies at every corner. 


The doors opened, and my breathing stalled at the sight 
inside the elevator compartment. 


Wide brown eyes met mine like they always knew how to 
find them. Instantly, | had the impression of warm curves 
and a soft, sexiness that I'd only ever seen once before in 
my life. She was like Marylin Monroe. Only far more 
appealing, squeezed into a little skirt that clung to her 
curves all the way down her thighs. She didn't look like a 
babysitter. Or a dogwalker. But she was definitely the 
woman I'd wanted to track down. 


| was hard on sight, my body straining towards this creature 
who | knew had to be mine. 


Next to me, Igor had his gun raised, leveled at her head and 
| reached out to close my fist around the barrel of it, pulling 
it down sharply. "What do you think you're doing?" 


Igor made some kind of protest, but I didn't hear him, | was 
back to staring at the goddess who had just been propelled 
up fifty six floors into my life. 


It had to be fate. 


How else would | meet her twice in as many days. | swiped 
Igor away like he was one of the of the irritating mosquitoes 
that had escaped the aerial spraying. 


“Leave us now." 

"But-" 

| growled. 

"Go. Put your gun away." 


| hadn't felt like this about anybody in years. | saw so many 
women, Clad in tiny bikinis, pushing their inflated breasts 
into my face, thinking that | was looking for artificially 
created perfection. 


They were all wrong. 


What | wanted was right in front of me, but before seeing 
her, | could never have described it. | didn't think | could 
even when | was staring at her, only feet away. Yesterday 
she'd been in a white t-shirt that was soaked through to 
translucency; today her white blouse was fluttering in the 
air conditioning. Both times, she looked like some kind of 
angel. And she had to have been made for me. 


Her eyes widened and her perfect mouth formed into a silent 
O the moment she clocked Igor's gun. She had her hands up 


by her head like we were in some kind of cop show. And then 
| saw recognition in her eyes. 


"You're Mr Dvornikov?" 
"Put your hands down. What is your name?" 


She swallowed visibly, and nodded stiffly, letting her hands 
drop, as commanded. 


"Oh. Um. I'm - my name's Chloe? Chloe Wilson. Destiny sent 
me. | - I'm really good with dogs." 


| matched her nod, and forced myself to step back, out of 

her personal space. Because of the magnetic pull she was 
exerting over me, I'd all but climbed into the elevator with 
her. She was pressed up against the back wall, and it must 
have looked like | wasn't even going to let her inside. But | 
wanted to do so much more than that. 


"I am Roman," | confirmed, very aware of how robotic | 
sounded. "This is my home." 


"| figured. | uh- saw a piece in some magazine." 


Chloe nodded again and when she stepped out of the 
elevator, her foot caught and she started to trip, but | was 
right there to catch her, taking her weight in my strong 
arms. It felt right on a deep level to be the one holding her. 


She met my eyes, breathless and almost quivering under my 
touch and it was a long moment before | pulled away. 


My smile quirked. Whatever had made her drive away so fast 
in the parking lot, it was not lack of interest in me. 


"| have never seen a dog walker wearing high heels." 


Chloe let out a nervous sounding laugh, and she blushed all 
the way from the roots of her hair to the little V of skin | 
could see at the top of her pearly white blouse. "Well, you 
know. | didn't want to turn up in shorts and a t-shirt." 


"But you look good in shorts and a t-shirt." 


The skin on her face flamed. "Oh. No. | looked terrible 
yesterday. Like a totally drowned rat." 


My eyes roved over her, imagining all the extra skin on show 
and a lazy smile curled onto my face. "I think you would look 
good in anything." 


Her mouth hinged open again, and then snapped shut and 
that beautiful blush never left her skin. "I - um. Thank you? 
You're very... Do you work out? | mean. Never mind. You just - 
you're in very good shape. For someone your age. Oh damn 
it. Not that you're old. You just - your muscles have 

muscles." She let out a stunted laugh. "Oh hell. | did not just 
say that. Can we start again? You're supposed to be my 
boss." 


Damn, she was cute. And young. Probably too young for me 
to be thinking half the things | was thinking | wanted to do 
to her. But she was all woman, there was no doubt about 
that. 


| flustered her. No doubt about that either. And the idea of 
that was almost enough to drive me crazy. | wanted to take 
her through the apartment, up to my bedroom and fluster 
her even more. What | couldn't work out is whether | wanted 
to pound into her hard and fast, up against the wall, or take 
her apart slowly, petal by petal, like the beautiful flower that 
she was. 


Maybe it didn't matter. | planned to do both, eventually. 


“Destiny shouldn't have sent you without telling me who 
you were." 


She swallowed hard, and looked to the ground sharply. It 
thrilled me how easily it was to fluster her. "I'm sorry about 
that. She thought if you met me you'd want to give mea 
shot and | Know you're very busy. She's really sorry she 
couldn't come herself. You can call her, to check it's all legit. 
It's totally legit. It's not like I've been stalking you or 
something." 


| made a low noise in the back of my throat. After the way 
she drove off having barely looked at me, stalking seemed 
unlikely. But | could see exactly why she'd done it now. She 
was interested in me. Every single signal her body gave me 


told me that. And from the look of her she didn't know what 
to do about it. | could have helped her out with that, given 
an hour or so alone with her. 


All | wanted was to cancel my trip entirely and spend the 
weekend getting to know her far, far better, but that wasn't 
in the cards. 


My duty to the Bratva could not be ignored. 


| pulled out my cell phone and put a call through to her 
friend as | turned and walked through the hall towards the 
living room. Anything to stop myself from grabbing her on 
the spot. The nervousness she was showing wouldn't get 
any better if | forced myself on her, not that | would ever do 
that to any woman. 


| set the phone down on speaker as soon as Destiny 
answered. 


"Hi, Roman. Did Chloe get to you?" 
"She did. | was expecting you." 


| had to admire the fact that she didn't wince. Neither of 
them seemed to think that walking into my apartment as a 
stranger was any big deal. If Chloe had been anybody else, | 
would have gotten Igor to throw her out. 


"I know you were. But I'm so tied up with other clients’ 
babies at the moment and I've known Chloe my whole life. 
She is like an animal whisperer. | couldn't do the job as well 
as she could." 


| grunted, letting my eyes drift back over to the woman who 
made my heart rate speed up on sight. There was no way | 
was asking her to leave. Like a lion watching an antelope, 
anticipating the chase and the take down, I wanted her to 
stay in my domain. "I will trust you. But if this goes wrong, 
we will have to have a serious conversation. Do you 
understand?" 


On the other end of the line, Destiny finally drew in the kind 
of breath that told me she was on the right page. 
"Absolutely." 


Just because | had already decided | was going to make 
Chloe mine, it didn't mean I was going to let her friend think 
she could pull this kind of stunt without consequences. She 
needed to be a little afraid. 


| disconnected the call, and turned back to Chloe, who was 
standing in the middle of the room with her lips pressed 
tightly together and her arms folded across her chest. 


"It won't be her fault. If it goes wrong. | am... like, the most 
likely person to fuck something up. | mean - shit - sugar - 
mess something up. It should have been in my high school 
yearbook. | mean, it pretty much was in my high school 


yearbook. So, if you come back and you wanna... like, drive 
one of us out to the middle of the Everglades and turn us 
into gator food, | promise you, it should be me. Destiny will 
have absolutely nothing to do with any fuck ups." 


| let out a bark of laughter, and | sat down on my leather 
couch, spreading my arm out along the back of it as | 
watched her drag herself down into a hole. | couldn't 
understand why she was being so hard on herself. 
Everything she projected to me was confidence and self- 
assurance. She knew who she was, even if it didn't fit the 
mold. | loved that about her. 


She was unique. One of a kind. No apologies. Just like me. 
"Is that what you think | do, Chloe?" 


Her eyes widened all over again. "No. Totally not. That was a 
joke. You see, my Dad does these runs out to Cuba. It kind of 
- it's a joke. | didn't - definitely didn't mean anything by it." 


| flipped my wrist over, reading the time from the face of my 
Superocean Heritage Outerknown Breitling Chronograph 
watch, pleased with the sharp blue detailing that matched 
the intensity of the ocean and the sky around the Florida 
waters almost perfectly. It was the kind of watch not many 
people owned. Not least of all because of the price tag. 


"You don't have to worry about that," | told her. "My friends 
have borrowed my boat." 


She let out an uncertain laugh and | let my smile curl up to 
meet hers and | raised my eyebrows in a shrug to show | was 
joking. Just in case she really thought I was the kind of man 
who did general business like that. 


"Come, let me introduce you to my dogs before | have to 
leave." 


CHAPTER 6 


Chloe 


Roman Dvornikov was about a billion times more handsome 
up close than any of the pictures I'd ever seen made him out 
to be. When the elevator doors opened and he was standing 
right in front of me, towering over me, his broad chest 
straining the buttons of his shirt, | thought | was really in 
trouble. 


| nearly hit the button to close the doors and prayed | made 
it to the ground floor again. Fate had it in for me, because | 
had never expected to see the man from the parking lot 
again. And now my brain had imprinted the sight of his 
naked chest on the back of my eyeballs. 


| was never going to be able to look at him without 
imagining him wet and glistening from the sea, striding 
towards me like he planned on throwing me down on the 
sand and taking me right in the middle of a hurricane. 


Never mind the gun his security guard had been pointing at 
me, | was on the point of getting on my knees and begging 
the man to let me worship him. I'd never looked at a man 
and felt my legs turn to jelly, but that was exactly what 
happened the minute he met my eyes with his startlingly 
blue ones. 


| swear they were the color of the ocean, and | felt a bolt of 
lightning zinged right to the core of me from the blue of 
them, making my clit tingle. Which was insanity, because 
the one thing Detsa and | agreed on was that it was not 
sensible to get mixed up with guys who had a whole bunch 
of money that didn't seem to come from anywhere in 
particular. 


Especially if they surrounded themselves with big gruff 
types like the guy holding a gun to my head. Because that 
definitely, mostly, usually, meant that there was something 
bad going down. 


And my Dad was going to kill me if | got mixed up with drug 
traffickers after everything he'd done to keep me out of it. 


Roman didn't seem like he'd be messing around with any 
small stuff though. Or getting his hands dirty. 


And anyway, the Russians weren't into the kind of things the 
Cubans were. Right? Maybe | was in the clear. 


| followed Roman through his apartment as he led me to see 
his dogs, and tried to convince myself | wasn't totally 
deluded. 


What did it matter anyway? Maybe he was flirting, just a 
little bit. But | could have bet he flirted with just about any 
woman who came through here. And no doubt there were 
about a gazillion of them. His parties were legendary. 


There was a baby gate across the double arch into the 
kitchen and behind it, there were the two biggest dogs I'd 
ever seen in my life. 


“Wow, what are they?" 


As soon as we rounded the corner they got up from where 
they had been sleeping, flat out on the floor in the breeze 
coming in from the doors that led out to the balcony. 
Postures alert, already on the defensive, there was no sense 
that they had been lying down on the job. They were 
powerful, despite their blunt muzzles and slightly shaggy 
coats and rounded, flopped over ears that made me think 
they were some kind of poodle cross. As unlikely as it was 
that a Russian mafia type would have a poodle. 


“Chornyi." 


| looked at him blankly, eyebrows raised at the unfamiliar 
word, clearly in Russian. "Uh?" 


"Black Russian Terrier. Is how you Say. " 


"Oh." | nodded sagely, like | remotely knew what they were. 
No way was |! going to insult him by telling the man | 
thought his dogs looked like a labradoodle crossed with a 
giant schnauzer on steroids. Maybe crossed with a small 
pony? 


“Russian Military develop them after WWII." 


"Oh, wow." | eyed the pair with a little more trepidation, wary 
of the growl rising from the larger of the two. 


"Nyet Kosh." Roman's short, sharp bark was enough to curb 
the growl and the dog turned away, pacing across the 
kitchen like it hadn't been considering taking a chunk out of 
me. "He is Koshmarik. It means nightmare." 


| felt my eyes go briefly wide, hoping that the dog wasn't 
named for his personality. 


"Hey Kosh!" | said, a little too cheerily. The dog ignored me. | 
crouched down to greet the slightly smaller of the pair. 
"Who's this?" 


"Mechta. Dream." 


“Hey beautiful." | smiled down at her, breathing a little 
easier now that it seemed like Roman had picked his dog's 
names to stick to a theme. 


Was | ever glad I'd diced up little bits of hotdog weiner to 
bring along for bribery, because Mechta was all over me. | 
crouched down, letting the dogs come in close and | grinned 
as the pair of them started licking me. 


Military dogs or not, the pair of them were softies. 


Next to me, | could feel Roman's hackles slowly going down. 
Score one for me. All | had to do was hold it together long 


enough for him to leave and then | could get to know the 
dogs without him looming over us all and everything would 
be fine. | trusted myself with animals. | did not trust myself 
with illegally hot Russian billionaires, who probably 
murdered people in their spare time. 


"She likes behind ear," Roman said, slightly stiffly. | looked 
up to see him making a vague scratching gesture and | 
nodded, moving my hand to find the spot in her silky, floppy 
fur that made her back leg drum against the ground like 
Thumper in Bambi. 


"Oh yeah. Just there? Just like that? Is that good, is it?" She 
flopped onto the floor, rolling over onto her back and 
showing me her belly and | melted, entirely forgetting that | 
was talking baby-talk right in front of probably one of the 
most powerful men in Miami. 


"Hm," he said, like he was surprised about it. "She likes you." 


| was glad he thought that because in all honesty, the guy 
scared me. He was exactly the kind of person Dad never 
wanted me working for. The kind of guy who got you to drive 
their boat out into the middle of the ocean with a bunch of 
guests on board and then acted like nothing had happened, 
when you got back to shore and there were fewer people 
disembarking than had gotten on in the first place. 


"I never heard of a Russian Terrier before." 


"In America they are not common. But they are the best 
guard dogs in the world. | would not have any other dog." 


"Yeah?" 


Roman nodded. "They have good instincts. They work on 
their own. Intelligent, not waiting for every order like other 
American dogs." His lip curled slightly, full of disdain and | 
didn't dare voice any opinion that maybe it was a good thing 
for your dog to listen to you. "Every time they take a 
stranger down. No need to train, they already know to go for 
the throat." 


| gulped loud enough that | could hear it and | wished | 
hadn't. The last thing you were supposed to do around 
predators with strong attack drives was show fear. Hell if | 
knew whether I was thinking about the dogs, or Roman at 
this point. 


"That's great." 


Roman let out a bark of a laugh and I could see the smile 
glinting in his eyes. "Don't worry. Now they know you are 
friend. | have introduced you." 


| hoped he was right because the next time | saw them | was 
going to be on my own and I didn't rate my chances of 
getting away if either of these dogs decided | wasn't 
supposed to be here. | was going to make sure | had a whole 
load of hot dog wieners on hand. 


| didn't want to admit it, but the sheer presence of Roman 
intrigued me. Maybe it was the way his perfectly tailored 
shirt struggled to contain his bulging biceps and trimmed 
down to an impossibly narrow waist. Maybe it was the way 
he stood there, watching me, with some serious intensity, 
like he was mentally stripping all my clothes off. | could 
practically feel his eyes on me and the thrill of that was 
something else. 


It was a good thing he was going to be going away, 
otherwise | might have done something stupid, like throw 
myself at him, and that was one way of losing a job | had yet 
to experience. | looked up at him, forcing myself not to stare 
at the impressive bulge of his crotch, or the rush of saliva 
that had filled my mouth at the thought of his cock. Call me 
Pavlov's dog. The response was ridiculous, given I'd barely 
know what to do with him if | got him. 


“Come. | will show you your room." 


"My room?" | stood up sharply, but he was already strolling 
ahead of me out of the kitchen. | frowned, total confusion 
coming in fast. "I don't think | need a room, do |?" 


His stare was blank and imperious. "Of course you need a 
room." 


"Okay." When he looked at me like that, there was no way | 
was going to argue with him. The memory of Igor's gun was 


too firmly in my memory and he had to still be in the 
apartment somewhere, even if Roman had sent him away. 


"You stay here. This is what | pay you for. They do not like to 
be alone. | thought your friend explained this." My eyes 
widened slightly as | realized he wanted me to be here for 
the entire time he was gone. 


"Oh. No, yes she did. She totally did. My bad. | just thought - 
Igor and Luba were here. | thought | was coming in for the 
walks." 


Roman let out a low disapproving noise that sounded a lot 
like a growl, and | had every urge to kick myself for opening 
my mouth. Making the scary Russian billionaire mad was not 
part of the plan. | tried to keep my cool. 


“But, | understand completely. Okay. That's cool. That's fine. 
| can absolutely stay here." 


The guy was asking me to chill out with his dogs in his 
penthouse apartment while he went away on a business trip. 
| could have pinched myself. There was no reason to argue 
this. 


And that was before | saw the guest room he showed me 
into. The windows were floor to ceiling, looking out over the 
ocean and the view took my breath away. Straight out to 
sea, from all the way up here you could see the way the 
blue, blue waves churned up the pale sand as they came in. 


It looked like paradise. Living here, | didn't get to see a view 
of it like this away from the bustle of the crowds. And it gave 
me a new perspective. From up here, | could see why all the 
glitz of this side of Florida was so attractive. 


It wasn't the Florida | knew. But maybe that was a good 
thing. "Wow." 


"You like it?" 
"It's awesome." 
"I think so too." 


When | looked back over my shoulder he had an odd kind of 
smile on his face that | couldn't work out, he was probably 
laughing at me being so naive, putting fingerprints all over 
the glass. 


| stepped back, glancing over to the perfectly made bed that 
looked like something out of a five star hotel I'd briefly 
worked in when I was seventeen before | realized that being 
a maid took more ability to take crap from people who 
thought they were better than you than I was ever going to 
possess. 


"And the dogs sleep in the kitchen?" 


Roman looked at me and | felt the temperature drop sharply. 
"The dogs sleep on my bed, but they have rooms." 


"Of course they do." Heaven help whatever women Roman 
brought back to his bedroom, because they had some 
serious competition going on, and Kosh was not afraid to use 
teeth. Still, | couldn't help but think it was kind of sweet that 
the big, hunky billionaire mob guy slept with his military 
attack dogs. 


Maybe sweet wasn't the right word. 


"Perhaps, if they are lonely, they will sleep with you. You 
should keep the door open at all times." 


| felt my mouth shape into a silent O, an uncomfortable 
feeling welling over me as | remembered that Igor would be 
strolling around the place, making sure everything was 
locked down. And | hadn't entirely appreciated the way the 
guys eyes had glinted when he looked at me, like he was 
trying to work out whether I was wearing a bra. 


Still, what was the worst that could happen? 


"Luba will make sure you have everything you need. There is 
TV with cable and all food in the fridge. No party is the only 
rule. When | come home, if you do good job, then you come 
to party." 


| nodded, making sure | looked entirely sincere and 
trustworthy and serious, and generally as much like Desta as 
| could. "Absolutely. Is there anything else | need to know? 


How much they eat? Do they like the water? Do they have 
toys?" 


Roman stared at me passively. "I have left you a list of all 
these things." 


"Oh, great. That's perfect." | felt a little stab of 
disappointment that he didn't seem to want to talk me 
through it, which | knew was ridiculous. He probably didn't 
have time. He had to leave, and of course he'd already 
written everything down that I needed to know. People 
didn't just become billionaires by chance. | bet he was one 
of the most organized people I'd even been in the same 
room with. 


"Igor will return after he has dropped me at the airport. He 
will continue to look after security while | am gone. Only he 
is to let people into the apartment. You will have the key 
code for the elevator, it will change after you have left." 


"Right. Of course." | didn't Know whether that was some kind 
of hint about me not being able to get away with stealing his 
DVD collection, or sneak back in to steal everything he 
owned after the gig was up, or what, but I realized it meant 
that | would be sharing the space with the guy who'd had a 
gun trained at my head before he even looked me in the 
eye. "Does he always have that gun on him?" 


"Of course." 


| pressed my lips together and nodded silently. This 
definitely was not my kind of world. "Good to know." 


It wasn't like Igor had done anything to make me feel 
threatened. He was a security guy. Security guys had guns. 
But the thought of being alone in this place with someone 
who was armed made me very glad Roman's dogs seemed to 
like me. 


| trailed Roman around the rest of the apartment, trying not 
to act like it was the least bit of a surprise when he showed 
me up to the rooftop terrace. It soanned two levels, with a 
cleverly designed wall of windows to act as shelter from the 
wind without blocking the panoramic view, and a pool 
tucked into the corner. 


| could picture myself spending a fair amount of my time up 
here. This was already stacking up to be one of the best jobs 
I'd ever had and | hadn't even started yet. 


Back down inside the apartment, Roman gave me a quick 
tour of the remaining rooms, or at least the closed doors to 
most of them. 


"My rooms are through there." 


| nodded, trying not to look too interested. There was a tone 
in his voice that suggested | was not remotely welcome in 
there without invitation, and it didn't sound like | was 
getting one. Not that | wanted an all-access pass without 


him there, but | already knew | was going to have to stop 
myself from investigating all of his things. Who didn't want 
to know what a billionaire kept in his closet, aside from 
insanely expensive suits and a watch for every day of the 
week? 


“Igor stays in the room off the hall. He is in contact with the 
security for the rest of the building." 


| nodded again. 


"Luba is my house keeper. She comes during the day to 
clean. Anything you need to be washed, you give to her. It is 
best not to touch the washing machine without her." 


"Okay. | can do that." | couldn't imagine I'd manage to break 
the thing, but then again, | wasn't used to space age 

washers, and maybe it would be better to leave it all to her. | 
wasn't going to start complaining about not having to do my 
own laundry for a change. 


Laundry wasn't really what | was thinking about every time | 
glanced up at him, Roman had this look in his eyes like he 
couldn't get enough of me. My skin prickled under his gaze, 
and everything about him magnetized me towards him. 


| could feel myself flirting with him and the distance 
between us getting smaller and smaller as he showed me 
around his kitchen. | couldn't really have cared less about 
where he kept his tumblers or his plates, | was to busy 


watching the way his impossibly tight ass flexed when he 
stretched up to open the over counter doors. | could have 
sunk my teeth into it. 


Damn it, what was wrong with me? 


His hand grazed my hip and | felt my nipples zing to 
attention, so tight and hard they could have cut right 
through the fabric of my blouse. Teach me to go for a lacy 
bra instead of a padded t-shirt one. 


Before | knew what he was doing, he had my hand in his, 
drawing me in close as he turned what I'd thought was a 
handshake into an embrace. He turned his head, leaning in 
and my eyes widened as his lips smacked against the side of 
my cheek. Butterflies raced through me as his large hands 
gripped my shoulders, making me feel so small that he 
could easily wrap me up in his arms. A second kiss followed 
to my other cheek, and | relaxed, turning my head towards 
him, thinking that was it. 


But he'd been going for a third. 


Before | knew what I'd done, my mouth was brushing against 
his, jolting heat right through me. 


And It was too late to stop myself from letting out a 
treacherous groan. For a moment he went stock still, and 
mortal embarrassment flooded over me as | realized what I'd 
just done. And then he lunged in again, lips crashing against 


mine with the kind of passion | didn't think was possible to 
communicate with your lips alone. Boy was | wrong. 


Even Roman's breathing - short and shallow and urgent - 
told me exactly how much he wanted me. And my body 
reacted right back. 


| barely had time to catch my breath before he pulled me in 
close, renewing the kiss with much more purpose. He was 
hard up against me and there was no mistaking it. For the 
first time in my life | felt my clit twitch eagerly in response 
as though by body sensed it’s mate was close. 


Before | knew what I was doing, I'd welcomed his tongue into 
my mouth and all the tension melted out of me as he 
cupped my face with his hands to keep me close in against 
him. 


Maybe it had been a mistake, but there was nothing 
accidental about what was happening now. 


Behind us, Mechta let out a stern, throaty wuff, and | pulled 
back, hot and flustered, practically tripping over my own 
feet with the effort it took to step away from Roman. 


My cheeks were so hot they had to be neon pink. What the 
hell was | doing? Had | really just thrown myself at my new 
boss? The last thing | wanted was to give him the impression 
| was easy. 


The idea was ridiculous. I'd never even had a proper 
boyfriend. | was still a virgin for crying out loud. But Roman 
took one step into my personal space and suddenly | was 
acting like | couldn't get enough of him. 


"Oh, shit. Sorry. | didn't-" 


"Do not apologize. Why would you be sorry for that?" Roman 
was grinning and | wanted to hit rewind and erase the last 
five minutes of my life. But it wasn't going to happen. 


The sound of Igor knocking his knuckles against the 
doorframe made me look up sharply, and | realized that it 
had been his looming presence that had made Mechta bark. 
| wanted the ground to swallow me up. The last thing | 
needed was the guy with the gun thinking | was some kind 
of slut. 


The way he was leering at me now made my skin crawl, and 
it wasn't any better that Roman pushed himself in between 
US. 


"What do you want?" 
"We need to leave for the airport." 


Roman grunted and I saw his jaw ripple, irritation coming off 
him in waves. He looked to me again, and then back to Igor 
and for a mad minute | thought he might decide to stay with 


me. Which was all kinds of idiocy, because if he didn't go, | 
didn't need to be here. 


"Fine. | come. | will meet you at the car." 


He didn't say another word until Igor had walked all the way 
to the other end of the corridor and gone through the door 
that led down to the garage. 


My face felt like it was never going to cool down and | 
couldn't peel my eyes away from the floor. 


"I have to go." 
"Yeah, sure. Absolutely. Mustn't miss your flight." 
"When | come back we will talk about this. Yes?" 


"Um. Yeah." | swallowed hard, not entirely sure whether he 
was meaning to tell me off, or planning to have another go 
at kissing me. When he said this, he made it sound like he 
was just as aware of the chemistry between us as | was. | 
guess he'd have to be. | only hoped it wasn't one sided. 
"Sure." 


He stepped close again, and he tilted my face up towards 
his, his hand cupping around my jaw and | didn't know 
where to look. "Do not go running away. | will find you." 


"Mm-nh." The ability to form actual words must have 
deserted me. And | nearly forgot how to breathe when he 


grazed his lips over mine again, with a rough dry kiss that 
was painfully shallow and just lingering enough to make my 
knees weak. | let out a groan, and then he was gone, walking 
back along the corridor, trailing his suitcase behind him. 


How the hell was | going to get through the next few days 
alone in his apartment without totally obsessing over him? It 
felt like he'd just promised me the world, and | wanted every 
inch of it. 


CHAPTER 7 


Roman 


| couldn't believe it. I'd just met the woman of my dreams all 
over again. Right when | thought I'd have to hunt her down, 
she'd walked right into my life like she'd always belonged 
there. In the rain, I'd wanted to kiss her and now that | had, | 
wanted to do far, far more than that. But instead, | had to 
walk out of my own apartment and leave her alone for three 
days. | was fuming. 


| got my phone out on the way to my personal garage, where 
Igor was waiting for me and I nearly cancelled the entire trip. 
What if she met somebody while | was away? What if she 
already had a boyfriend? What if Igor made a move in my 
absence? 


| forced myself to ignore the possessive drive that had 
sparked from nowhere. She would be staying in my 
apartment, there was nobody she would meet. Except for 
Igor. No one she was involved with right now could ever 
compare to me. 


But Igor... Suddenly, he was no longer my loyal bodyguard, 
but a rival male and | had to stop my lip from curling up at 
him in a feral growl as he gave a short nod and opened the 


passenger door of my Rolls Royce Wraith for me to get 
inside. 


Taking his seat, he tapped his fingers on the steering wheel, 
impatient as ever over the automatic process that took over 
to load the car into the elevator. 


"She is pretty, no?" | asked him, proving to myself that | 
could handle it if he thought she was. | felt my eyes narrow 
as | waited for him to respond. He took far too long to think 
about it. 


Igor looked over at me, caution clear in his eyes and finally 
his shoulders rose in a shrug. "You like her?" 


| narrowed my glare and faced the front, focused on the 
inside of the doors as they closed. | wasn't going to admit a 
thing when he'd walked in on me kissing her. He didn't need 
to know that | had decided she was going to be mine in ways 
that he probably couldn't imagine, when he was the only 
one who would be alone with her for days. | never trusted 
anybody with more weakness than | was willing to show. 


Maybe he thought | only wanted her for her body, like he 
clearly did. | made a noncommittal grunt. "She is young." 


Igor shrugged again, and it irritated me. "What?" 


"Not so young it is problem," he said, ever diplomatic, no 
doubt because he knew what was good for his continued 


employment. "You have a lot to offer woman like her." 
"Oh yes. Money?" | barked, sharply. 


That made me mad. As true as it was, | didn't want her 
attraction to me to be about my bank account, my lifestyle, 
like every other Florida floozy | had come across. Even if | 
planned to use all of it to my advantage when it came to 
sweeping her off her feet, | wanted her to want me, not my 
assets. 


Igor see-sawed his head. "Experience also. My sister, she say 
she likes older man who knows what he is doing." 


That was true. 


| knew exactly what | wanted to do to Chloe, and no man- 
child her age would have a clue. | was no idiot, wrapped up 
in the party life-style, snorting coke and content to live life 
like Hugh Hefner, with women plastering themselves all over 
me. No. | lived fast and hard, but | the things | did were for 
their own buzz. | didn't need drugs for that. | pushed myself 
to every extreme and | wanted to show the world exactly 
how far | had come. More than that, | wanted to show her 
what it would be like to be a part of my world. 


"While I am gone, you will do the usual checks. Make sure 
there is no reason to be concerned." 


Just because I'd already pledged my life to her in my 
fantasies, it didn't mean | shouldn't be careful. The way she 
had turned up on my doorstep was perhaps too coincidental. 
| needed to know there was no reason to be concerned, 
because nothing was going to stop me from claiming her 
one way or another. 


"Da. | understand." 


Already, | had no idea how | was going to endure the time 
until | could see her again. She'd painted herself into my 
minds eye and | had to do was close my eyes to picture the 
swell of her perfect breasts beneath her pale, creamy blouse. 


As my car went down in the elevator, | pulled my phone out 
of my jacket pocket and made myself check my emails, but 
my thumb was hovering over the icon for the network of 
internal cameras | had placed around the apartment so that | 
could check on my dogs while | was away from them. 


| let out a short breath and shoved my phone back into my 
jacket pocket. | was not going to spy on her. At least, not yet. 


What did she see when she looked at me? The toned body of 
a man who worked out to make sure he was at peak physical 
fitness, who pushed himself past every limit? Or a man who 
was trying to cling to his youth? 


| peered at myself in the mirror, letting out an irritated 
grumble at the sight of a few gray hairs at my temple. She 


was young and vibrant and vital. | was strong and virile, 
despite my years. | would show her that | was everything she 
needed in aman. 


What did someone her age have to offer that | could not? 
Absolutely nothing. 


| could give her a life that people didn't dare to dream of, 
because | was respected and | had the status that only came 
from a life of hard work. | had earned my place. She could 
share in everything I'd worked so hard for and that was 
exactly what | wanted. 


Chloe 


As soon as Roman left with his suitcase, | crumpled against 
the nearest wall and let my head thunk against it. 


"What the hell did you just do, Chloe?" 


The dogs were out of the kitchen and they padded out into 
the wide apartment, looking a hell of a lot like they were 
doing a circuit of the perimeter. Which was fine by me. I sat 
on the floor and watched them pad around, trying to get my 
mind to stop racing. 


My fingers traced over my lips and | forced my eyes closed, 
trying to shake off the sensation of his mouth against mine, 


rough and demanding and deeply possessive. 
It was the best kiss I'd ever had. 
"I am so screwed." 


| had to be in shock, still processing everything, or trying to. 
| couldn't get over the fact that Miami billionaire, Roman 
Dvornikov, had just had his tongue in my mouth. And before 
| managed to kiss him by mistake, he had almost definitely 
been flirting with me. 


Who was | kidding? There was no mistaking the heat in his 
eyes when he looked at me. There was no mistaking the 
seriously hard tent in his pants, either. If he had wanted to 
dip me in chocolate and spend the rest of the day licking me 
clean, then holy hell, | would have let him do that ina 
heartbeat. 


"Destiny is going to kill you," | told myself. "You know that, 
right? She sets this up for you, and you go and throw 
yourself at the guy. Well done. No, really. You've outdone 
yourself. And now you're sitting here talking to yourself like 
a total loon." 


| was so mad with myself. Not least of all because try as | 
might, | could not get the feel of his lips out of my mind. | 
kept thinking about what else his tongue might be able to 
do to me. My whole body was charged and fractious. | 


wanted to run right after him, because a kiss like that wasn't 
enough. 


Hell, it was only the start of something and | didn't think | 
was going to be able to wait until he came home again to 
find out what. 


| heaved myself to my feet and found a can of soda in the 
fridge and pressed it against my forehead, trying to cool 
myself down before | cracked the tab. The AC was amazing, 
but it was doing nothing for me right then. Maybe Russian 
winters were cold, but he'd come to Miami to smolder in the 
heat, and | was close to combusting just being close to him. 


| was so lucky he wasn't going to be here the whole time, 
because | would have made such a fool of myself, turning 
into a little puddle of lust at his feet. | had to get it together. 
| had dogs to look after. 


With a deep breath and a long swig of cool soda, | managed 
to pull myself together. 


With the place to myself, | planned to explore before Igor 
came back and told me I wasn't allowed to or something. 
Roman had said to make myself at home, so that was what | 
was going to do. 


| pulled my cell phone out and dialed Destiny's number as | 
strolled out onto the terrace by the kitchen doors, past a 


fully equipped BBQ kitchen, complete with wood-fired oven 
and smoke pit. 


There was actually a pool up here too. 


| perched on the raised side of it, looking out across the 
ocean and | let out a laugh as I realized there was some kind 
of bird of prey circling and we were so high up that I could 
see the top of its wings. 


"Well that sure beats having a pet canary." 


Destiny picked up on the third ring. "Hey. Is it all cool? Did 
Roman freak out?" 


"No, it's good. He's fine." | thought about telling her about 
the kiss, but I bottled it. "He's - left already." 


"You're sure he's okay with it?" She sounded nervous. | 
wasn't surprised. He'd got all serious and sexy when he was 
laying down the law about how he should have known who | 
was before | even set foot in the place. If | was on the wrong 
end of that, | probably would have wet myself. 


But it wasn't like he'd asked me to leave. Far from it. 


| took a swig of my soda to try to keep myself from 
overheating. "Yeah. I'm pretty sure. He told me I have to stay 
here with the dogs for the whole three days. They are some 
super cute hell hounds." 


Desta laughed. "I know, right. They're like horses!" 


"They're gorgeous.” And the two of them weren't the only 
ones. 


"And this is why I thought of you. Only you would get so 
mushy over those two." 


"You're missing out." Boy was I glad she was. | didn't even 
want to think about whether Roman would have had his 
tongue down her throat if she'd been here instead. | didn't 
want to think like that. It can't have been true, or she would 
have warned me he'd try something. As stupid as it probably 
was, it really felt like it was really me he was attracted to. 


| didn't need to go bursting my own bubble when it was 
probably going to pop all on its own soon enough. 


"Have you seen this place? It's insane!" 
"I know, right? It's crazy." 


"Small thing, though." | winced slightly, not really wanting 
to admit that | hadn't thought far enough ahead to bring a 
bag or a change of clothes. 


"What is it?" 


"| kinda didn't realize this was going to be a sleepover gig 
and | was planning on going home to get changed, but 
Roman sorta made out like | wasn't allowed the leave the 


pups on pain of death and... right now I'm in a pencil skirt 
and heels." 


Destiny laughed. "They're gonna have to go for a walk some 
time, right?" 


| nodded slowly. "True. | guess | could swing by my place and 
grab some things." 


"Excellent, because l'm up to my eyeballs in diapers here." 
| grimaced. "Hey. Sucks you can't come over later." 


“Don't worry, Chlo. I'm living the dream. | go to places like 
that every day. Your turn to enjoy the perks for a change." 


"Every day, really?" 


"Well, okay, maybe not quite like Roman's place. It's pretty 
special, huh? But once I'm done with diaper duty, I'm 
chilling out by the pool while it's nap time. It's all good." 


"Okay. But, | owe you for this. Seriously. | would never have 
got this kind of gig on my own. And..." | bit my lip, giving in 
to the urge to tell her something. She was my best friend 
after all. "Did | mention that Roman is way hotter in real life 
than those pictures. And | kinda bumped into him yesterday 
already." 


Destiny let out a laugh. "Uh oh. You did? No wonder he 
thinks I'm trying to pull a fast one... Don't go trying 


anything, okay? You're the help remember?" 


“Mmhm. Yeah... about that. | kind of - we sort of. Accidentally. 
Kind of kissed." | laughed, but my smile faded out in 
anticipation of her reaction. 


"What? Hold up. Rewind! Go over that again?" 


"Don't be mad! | swear it just happened. And - damn. He's a 
good kisser." 


"Chloe... This is Roman Dvornikov. As in, Russian Billionaire." 


"I know. | Know... I'm not messing around. | swear. He... | 
think he really likes me." This time | wasn't just being silly. 
I'd felt some kind of spark between us, and more than 
anything | wanted it to be real. 


"Chloe... Don't go letting him think he can get everything 
just because he's rich." 


"I'm not. | swear I'm not. And I really don't think he's like 
that. He tried to rescue me in the rain yesterday. It was 
actually kind of sweet. And | basically snubbed him. But 
then today... | mean, | was a total klutz. He wasn't even 
trying to kiss me, and | just... misinterpreted. But then... 
Then he was kissing me. Oh my God, Desta. I've never been 
kissed like that in my life." 


But she was right, wasn't she? | was the help. And now I'd 
just made it clear I was going to help him with just about 
anything he wanted 


She let out another laugh and I could practically see her 
shaking her head. "Only you would manage to fall for the 
billionaire the first time you meet him." 


“How have you not? He's so dreamy. Actually, scratch that, 
I'm glad you didn't. | would be clawing your eyes out." 


"Wow. You're really hooked on him? Oh - shit. I've gotta go. 
I'll catch you later, Chloe. You have to tell me everything, 
okay? Try to focus, okay? And don't do anything stupid." 


"Define stupid?" 


"Chloe... just, chill okay? If he's really into you, then it'll 
happen. Don't force it, okay?" 


"Yeah, sure. Okay. I'll catch you later. Have a good weekend 
without me, huh?" 


"Later Chloe." 


| hung up and went inside to find the dogs, who had finished 
their patrol and were slumped on the broad leather sofa. 


"Are you allowed on there? | don't think you're allowed on 
there." 


Kosh let out a grumble as | put my hands on my hips. "Come 
on. Off!" 


What did she mean? Did she think | was going to scare him 
off? | pressed my lips together. 


| could get a bit intense about things, but | never had been 
about guys. And anyway, Roman wasn't just some guy | was 
lusting after. He definitely fancied me back, and there was 
no misunderstanding the heat of that kiss, or the damn 
flagpole sticking into my belly. He was at full salute and that 
could only have been because of me. 


There was nothing | was getting carried away with. She was 
wrong about that. Just because she didn’t believed in love at 
first sight, didn't mean | couldn't have it happen to me. 
Right? 


Kosh sat straight up and bared his teeth at me before 
flopping down again and | raised my eyebrows sharply. 
"Okay then. You stay there while | find your leashes. | bet 
you'll wanna come with me then." 


It must have been some kind of miracle that | managed to 
get over two hundred pounds combined weight of dog into 
the elevator and down to the lobby without breaking my 
ankle in my stupid interview shoes. But somehow | managed 
it. 


Maybe my luck really had changed. 


CHAPTER 8 


Chloe 


Over on Haulover Beach there was an area where | could let 
the dogs off the leash. | went over that way, ignoring the 
memories of bumping into Roman in the parking lot. My car 
had more or less dried out with the help of a lot of towels 
and being parked right in the sun, but the seats were still a 
little damp and | was hoping the smell was going to 
disappear otherwise I'd have to get the damn thing properly 
cleaned. Interior shampooing, the works, and the rust bucket 
really wasn't worth that kind of treatment. 


Thankfully | had a pair of shorts in the car and I'd put my 
sneakers on so | didn't have to drive in heels. | did a quick 
beach-change in the shadow of the Porsche Tower, where I'd 
parked, and felt kind of superior about it. They could keep 
all their snobbery. For once, | was well prepared and geared 
up for the job | was supposed to do. | breathed out a sigh of 
relief as | let out the zip on the pencil skirt. The damn thing 
was way too tight. Not the right outfit for dog walking in the 
slightest. But | made the most of the blouse, figuring a bit of 
sleeveless floatiness didn't look too overkill on top. What 
was | gonna do? A girl had to improvise. 


Besides, the dogs didn't seem to mind what | was wearing. 
They both had their mouths wide open, lolling tongues 
tasting the air as | drove along. And they got excited as soon 
as | pulled into the parking lot. 


At least it didn't matter if they made a mess of my back 
seats. 


We went via the fenced dog park so they could let off a little 
steam first, and | could pick up after them and then | clipped 
them back onto the leash and headed for the sand. 


The sight of the pair of them zooming about on the sand, 
racing up to the water's edge and barking at the waves 
made me grin. They were awesome dogs. Full of life and 
energy. It was pretty cool that | was getting paid to look after 
them. 


When they finally flopped down in the sand next to me and 
hoovered up just about all the water I'd brought for them to 
drink, | figured it was time for us to go. 


"Ok you two. Let's go. | gotta go get my things." Kosh gave a 
grumble and rubbed sand from his eyes with his paws, 
rolling around on his back like a total clown and | laughed at 
him, rubbing his belly. "You wanna come see where | live, 
huh? Yeah you do." 


The drive out to North Miami didn't take so long and it was 
only a few minutes before | was pulling up outside the house 


I'd grown up in. As always, the yard could have done with 
some work and the paintwork was peeling in places, but it 
was home and I wasn't going to knock it. Dad had done what 
he'd had to do to keep a roof over our heads and that meant 
putting most of the money right back into the boats. It made 
sense to me. And anyway, we didn't need much. 


"Hey Papa, you home?" 


The screen door was open, but he didn't call out 
immediately. The dogs followed me through the house, 
sniffing with interest, and | went out to the back stoop. Sure 
enough, he was sitting on the deck with a large ice tea, 
going over what looked like a stack of invoices with a 
calculator and his big reading glasses on. 


"Chilo. | thought you were working?" 


"Yeah, | am. | just gotta grab some things. I'm supposed to 
be staying with the dogs while their owner's away. Didn't 
realize." 


He looks at me over the top of his glasses, then caught sight 
of the dogs. "Huh. What have they been feeding them? 
They're massive." 


"They're meant to be this big Papa." 


He rolls his eyes, ducking down to his paperwork again with 
a determination that | knew from experience was never a 


good sign. "Oh, there's some flowers for you." 
"What?" 


"| don't know. Some guy sent you some flowers. They're in 
your room. About time my beautiful girl had someone to 
romance her, huh?" 


| grunted, eyes narrowed as | stalked off towards my room to 
see what on earth he was going on about. My bet was one of 
the guys at the marina had pulled together a bunch of half- 

dead blooms from the local florist as some kind of joke. But | 
was wrong. 


In the middle of the carpet was the biggest display of red 
roses | had ever seen in my life. 


ul Wow." 


Kosh nearly sent them flying when he barged through the 
door and took up prime position on the middle of my 
mattress. "Oh please, you make yourself at home." He gave 
me along look and then flopped down with his head on my 
pillow. | rolled my eyes, and looked to Mechta. "At least 
you've got some manners, huh? You wanna go on the bed 
too. Go on then, pretty girl." 


There was a brand new golfing umbrella leaning up against 
the wall too, and the logo on the card attached to it matched 
the card nestled in among the flowers. 


After the storm, the flowers bloom. To keep you dry, until we 
meet again. 


Talk about cheesy. So how come | was grinning fit to burst? 
Roman was such a goof sending these here. He had to have 
ordered them the moment he left the apartment. 


| pressed my lips together and shook my head. Maybe, just 
maybe, this was real. But | wasn't about to start losing my 
mind over it. 


| grabbed my bag out of my closet and opened my drawers, 
pulling out a couple of dresses as well as my go-to shorts 
and tops. And a couple of bikinis, because | planned on 
making use of the pool. Then | raided the bathroom, and 
chucked some cosmetics in a bag. A little bit of foundation 
couldn't hurt, and maybe some eyeliner and lipstick for 
when he was due back. My hair was my best feature, and | 
grabbed the mousse and the heavy-duty anti-frizz serum. 
Humidity and curls. What was | gonna do? Flat irons only 
worked for about five minutes, they weren't worth the burns. 


With everything packed, | hustled the dogs back out to my 
car said goodbye and hit the road back to Sunny Isles. 


CHAPTER 9 


Roman 


I'd waited months to set this meeting up with an expert in 
Bitcoin, but now it was the last place | wanted to be. 


| shook hands and | smiled and | asked all the questions on 
my list, but in my head, | was back at my apartment with 
Chloe and my dogs. 


| Knew as soon as | saw her with them that it wasn't just an 
infatuation. They sensed it too - how right she was for me. 
Immediately, they warmed to her in a way they never did 
with new people and | knew at the very least, they would 
protect her while | was gone. That was better than nothing. 


All the same, | couldn't wait for these endless meetings to be 
over with. 


Valentin Rozhkov, second in command of the Bratva as it 
currently stood, and all around organizer, took less 
reassurance over everything than the aging Timoshenko. 
The old man needed to step down before he was pushed. 
But in true Russian style, the old bear was clinging onto the 
power-base he'd established with his arthritic claws. For the 
sake of everyone's pride, | knew that Valentin was hoping he 
would step down gracefully. But the younger man was 


ruthless enough to take what was owed to him when the 
time was right. 


And he had been setting everything up for just that 
eventuality for quite some time. If we were to break away 
from identifiable sources of income, then that was another 
step towards getting where we needed to be as a global 
organization. And as the Bratva's money man, | needed to 
do my part to make it happen. 


The whole conversation bored me. What did it matter how 
much wealth any of us had? None of it was worth a thing 
without Chloe by my side. And all this meeting was doing 
was delaying my pursuit of her. 


| knew as soon as I laid eyes on her that she was different. 
She had to have been made just for me, because I'd never 
reacted that deeply, that strongly, to a woman in all my life. 
She stirred something feral in me. And the primitive creature 
that lived inside me was getting restless playing the part of 
this civilized businessman. 


Why was | here, when | should have been showing Chloe 
exactly how well we’d fit together, what it was going to be 
like when she was mine? 


| was in a mood by the time I got back to my hotel room, and 
there was only one thing that | could think that would 
soothe it. 


Using my cell phone, | opened up the remote camera app, 
flicking through the live video images until | found her, and | 
rotated the angle of the camera until | could see Chloe and 
my dogs properly. 


She was in the living room, with the Wii up and running, 
judging from the way she was waving her arms around in 
strange motions. | watched her for a long while, enjoying her 
lack of self-consciousness. | hadn't been able to stop 
thinking about her all day. The flight had seemed to take 
longer than it was supposed to, although every time | 
checked my watch we were still sticking to schedule. 


| was picked up at the airport and since then | hadn't had a 
moment to myself. It was all corporate hospitality. Lots of 
handshakes and introductions and glasses of champagne to 
show that they could spread the wealth around as well as 
anybody. 


All | had wanted for hours was to go back to my room and 
see what Chloe was getting up to. Now, finally | had my 
chance. She was in a pair of soccer shorts and a tank top 
and | thought she looked perfect with her hair tied up high 
at the top of her head, swinging about with every move she 
made. | could have watched her for hours. 


With a content sigh, | stretched out on the bed, letting 
myself take in the sight of her jumping around, keeping up 
with whatever routine she was supposed to be following. She 


made me laugh with her enthusiasm, even if she was a long 
way from graceful. It was refreshing to see someone so 
unguarded, so lacking fakery and too much polish. 


| could hear music blaring out from my stereo and no doubt 
Igor, wherever he was lurking, had shoved his headphones 
in to obliterate the noise. A quick flick through the other 
cameras showed that he was in the security room, watching 
something on the television. 


Good. 


The less attention he paid to Chloe the better. | would have 
hated to have had to fire him over something like this, but 
there was no way | could have tolerated him trying anything 
at all with her in my absence. 


| was thankful that Luba did not live in. She would not have 
approved in the slightest, but | loved that Chloe was making 
herself at home. The more she did that the better, as far as | 
could see. 


In my eyes she belonged there, just like the ocean belonged 
outside the window, and once | got the opportunity to show 
her that, my home would be her home. The sooner she 
reached that realisation the better. Ideally, she would move 
in as soon as | got back. And we would start to live the rest 
of our lives together. 


When I saw something | wanted, | took it, or | worked to get 
it and | had never seen the benefit in holding back. What 
would be the point in going slowly when | already knew, 
bone-deep, that Chloe was the woman | wanted to spend the 
rest of my life with. 


She was the only woman | could see myself with. And when | 
looked into her eyes, | saw the faces of our future children 
reflected there. All that had hit me like a thunderbolt from 
the storm the first time | saw her. Children hadn't been a 
part of my plan, until that moment in the parking lot, but 
some primal drive had been kicked into gear and now there 
was no other path for my life that | saw. Chloe had to be 
mine, and | was going to fill her with my seed and make 
certain that even our DNA combined. There was no better 
way to claim her than to put our child inside her belly. 


| saw nothing to complain about when it came to watching 
Chloe get a little sweaty working through the routine with a 
lack of coordination that was far too cute for her own good. | 
should have wanted her to be graceful, but all | could think 
about was what | could have done to her when she 
inevitably tumbled down. How she would feel underneath 
me. 


But nothing was going to happen if | stayed silent and 
watched, and that had never been my style. 


| pressed the speaker button. "Are you having fun?" 


Chloe jumped about three feet into the air, right onto my 
leather sofa, letting out a yelp that had Kosh shooting to his 
feet, looking around for the cause of the problem and | let 
out a long laugh. 


"What the hell? You scared the living shit out of me!" She 
grabbed up the remote, zapping the sound button for the 
stereo. | was still chuckling to myself as | watched her shock 
turn into annoyance. With her arms folded across her chest, 
she squinted at the corners of the room. "Have you got one 
of those Nanny Cams?" 


"They are for the dogs. So I can check in on them." 


"Well, | really think you should have said something about 
that. | didn't know you were going to be sitting in your hotel 
room watching me on your little cameras." 


"Chloe, please. Do not be mad." 


She let out a little huff and sat down next to Kosh, stroking 
his large head and fondling his ears almost absently. Mechta 
hilted around on the other side of her and sank her head 
into her lap. | would have given many things to take the 
place of my dogs at that moment. 


"You really shouldn't surprise people like that. | do have a 
phone you know, if you wanted to talk to me." 


"I can do better than that." 


Without waiting for any further invitation, | hit Call Home on 
my iPad's Skype screen and through the camera link on my 
phone | heard the ring tone come up, taking over the 
supersized screen in the living room where she'd been doing 
her exercise. 


| watched her scrabble for the remote and jab a few buttons 
before | put her out of her misery. 


"It is voice operated." 
"Oh, right. Um. Pick up call?" 


The ringtone stopped and there was a momentary delay 
before her image swam into focus on my iPad screen. 


| leaned back, arms behind my head as | sank back against 
the pillows of the hotel room bed. 


"Hello Chloe." 


"Hi," she said and | wondered whether her face was flushed 
from the exercise, or if it was the sight of my bare chest that 
made her blush. She gave me a small finger wave, looking 
awkward and | wished she didn't look so uncomfortable. 


"God, you're really big on that screen." 


| laughed. She didn't make that sound like such a bad thing. 
Maybe | was overreacting. "You are settling in, | see." 


"Oh, yeah. Really well. Your place is amazing." 


It pleased me that she was impressed. Everything up to this 
point in time felt like it had all fallen into place for me so 
that | could give her everything she could ever deserve. 
"Good." 


"Where are you? That hotel looks pretty fancy. | should 
know, | have cleaned some of the fanciest." 


| loved the way she had no filter. The way she told me 
everything, without hesitation, or any thought that | might 
judge her for it. Just like that, | knew | never would. And how 
could | judge her for coming from nothing when | had done 
the same? 


"It is. | have just come back from the pool. It's not the same 
as swimming in the ocean, but what can you do?" 


Chloe's eyes widened beautifully. "Where are you?" 
| laughed. "You don't need to know that. How are my dogs?" 


"Oh, right. Sorry." She looked a bit taken aback and | wished 
| hadn't pushed her away from the subject of my 
whereabouts so sharply. She couldn't figure anything out 
from knowing where | was "I took the dogs to the dog beach. 
They loved it. We were there all afternoon and they got 
totally covered in sand. Kosh was not a fan of letting me 
hose him down after." 


"I can imagine." | frowned at myself. What had started out as 
an easy conversation, despite her objections to me watching 
her, was rapidly becoming tense and | didn't like that one 
bit. "He seems happy now." 


"Oh yeah. We're good now. He's not holding a grudge, since | 
let him have some of my enchilada." 


My brows furrowed together. "Their food is in the fridge. Did 
you not find his food in the fridge?" 


"No, it's all good | did. He just had a bit." 
“Human food is not good for dog. They need to eat meat." 


Chloe pursed her lips, sucking her cheeks in slightly. "Yeah, | 
know that." 


“He will get fat and lazy." 


Chloe rolled her eyes. "He had his proper dinner. He just had 
a tiny treat. You Know you could do with chilling out? Kosh is 
super easy to train if you give him things he likes, and he 
loves doing all the tricks." 


| softened slightly, annoyed with myself for being so stern 
with her. What did it matter if he wasn't in tip-top hunting 
condition? He wasn't a working dog in Miami. | was never 
going to need him to bring in rabbits from the frozen 
wasteland to keep me in meat over the winter. 


"What tricks?" 


Chloe folded her arms across her chest again. "Maybe when 
you get back, l'Il show you." 


"Show me now." 


Her eyes narrowed. "No. You'll just have to be patient. You 
can't go spying on people and then think they're going to 
tell you everything just because you demand to know." 


"Lam paying you." 
"Yeah, well you haven't paid me yet. Good night Roman." 


| gritted my teeth, irritation brewing beneath the surface. 
She had a real sharp tongue, and | wanted to grab hold of 
her and shake her, maybe even spank her like the 
disobedient child she was until she realized what a fool she 
was being. But across the distance, there was nothing | 
could do about it. 


My nostrils flared as | exhaled as calmly as | could manage. 
"Goodnight Chloe." 


Chloe 


Roman was built like a Greek god. And it was so unfair 
because he was an entire wall of muscle on the giant plasma 
screen, and | was sitting there all average and just a bit too 
curvy while he had a shit fit about me feeding his insanely 


lean dogs a little bit of extra chicken, like an ounce of fat 
was going to ruin them. 


It left a bad taste in my mouth because it meant that | was 
totally idiotic for even thinking he'd been flirting with me 

before he left. Even if he did send me flowers. He was just 

some kind of suave playboy, he didn't really want me. 


Of course he didn't. This was the guy who did extreme 
sports every weekend and competed in Iron Man events for 
fun. Maybe he was one of Miami's most eligible bachelors 
and maybe he was never seen showing any interest in the 
string of perfect bikini bodies that tried to attach themselves 
to his side, but it didn't take a genius to figure out that he 
pretty much lived for his body. And he was likely to value 
the same kind of thing in someone he was dating. If men like 
him even dated. 


What planet was I on, even vaguely entertaining the idea 
that that could be me? 


| was the manatee. Destiny was the swan and she hadn't 
even got in with him. Not that I really thought she'd tried. 
She was way too professional. Way too sensible. It was only 
me who was getting carried away with a fantasy that was 
never going to happen because the guy had smiled at me 
and looked down my top. 


When did | get so desperate? 


"You know what, Kosh? This calls for ice cream. Do you think 
he has ice cream in this place or is it all low fat protein 
Shakes?" 


| peeled myself up off the sofa and trailed through to the 
kitchen. To my surprise, there was an entire drawer of 
different flavors. Maybe he had some weaknesses after all. 
Or maybe he was just that good a host, given that none of 
the tubs were open. 


| let out a sigh and pulled out the tub of Cherry Garcia and 
dished some out into a bowl. Maybe normally | would have 
gone straight into the tub with a spoon, but | had some 
standards. This wasn't my home. 


CHAPTER 10 


Chloe 


When | trailed out of my bedroom, | gravitated towards the 
kitchen. Wrapped up in the robe I'd found in the bathroom, | 
imagined what it would be like to wake up like this every 
morning. Except not quite like this. In my fantasy, Roman 
was definitely in bed with me. Even if he was an ass in real 
life, he didn't have to be in my head. 


Right now he'd have just finished all those burpees and 
stomach crunches that must surely have been what helped 
to keep his body in such prime condition. Maybe | wouldn't 
even be out of bed yet. | couldn't imagine he'd be done with 
me quite so quickly. 


| couldn't wait for him to come back so we could fall into bed 
together for real. And | couldn't believe | was thinking that, 
but | knew it was exactly what | wanted. Roman was going to 
be the first man to really touch me, to take my virginity, and 
| had no doubts about that. All those times I'd thought | was 
saving myself for the man | was going to marry weren't out 
of the window. It was just that | didn't think | could wait for 
Roman to realize he was the man | was going to spend the 
rest of my life with. 


| didn't even want to think about the possibility that it 
wouldn't end up that way. Already | trusted him, and it 
wasn't just me being deluded, whatever anybody else might 
think. When he looked at me, | could see how much he 
wanted me in his eyes, but it was so much more than just 
lust. It was like he wanted to possess me. 


But for now he wasn't here, and | had to satisfy myself with 
walking about like | owned the place. 


The dogs padded out of their connected bedrooms, wagging 
and pleased to see me and | hustled to let them out onto the 
terrace. There was an area of turf that Roman had set out 
that he called the dog toilet in his notes and | was so 
grateful | didn't have to schlep down to the park in my PJs so 
they could relieve themselves. That snotty desk clerk would 
probably call the police on me for trying to steal Roman's 
dogs or something. 


On the kitchen island unit, someone had set out a couple of 
trays of breakfast food and | couldn't believe my luck. | 
hadn't heard anybody, but | was guessing it had to be Luba. 
| took a plate from the pile and filled it up with croissants 
and sliced fruit. There was a jug of OJ and another one of 
some kind of smoothie. A whole dish of scrambled eggs, 
keeping warm. Granola and yoghurt on the side. It was a 
pretty crazy spread for just me. 


Who was going to eat the rest of it? | guess that wasn't my 
problem, but | still felt a little guilty about how much of it 
was going to go to waste. 


| needn't have worried. 


Before | knew what was going on, Igor traipsed in with a pair 
of younger men in suits that were identical to his, the curly 
wires of headsets in their ears. And now | really wished I'd 
gotten dressed before coming out of the bedroom. 


No wonder Roman had a whole suite of rooms to himself. The 
rest of his apartment might as well have been an office for 
all the through traffic going on. 


"Uh. Good morning." | wrapped my robe more tightly around 
myself, watching as the three of them descended on the 
breakfast spread, making a very good go of demolishing the 
pile of eggs. 


Igor looked up at me, and it felt like he knew exactly what 
I'd been fantasizing about getting up to with his boss. My 
thoughts went to all the cameras dotted about the place and 
| felt myself blush hotly. 


| sincerely hoped no one had been spying on me after 
Roman hung up last night. 


Igor didn't even seem to notice. Which meant it had to be 
my lucky day. No need to be even more awkward about all 


the Russian security types wandering about the apartment. 
"Morning." 


Besides, there was no way Roman would let him spy on me 
like that. It would just never happen. Igor was his security 
man and there was no way he'd hang onto that position if he 
started doing things Roman didn't like. 


And after the way he'd spoken to me last night, | was pretty 
sure he was the only one who was going to be spying on me 
with those cameras, if anyone was going to be doing any 
spying at all. The guy was a total control freak. 


"You sleep well?" 
"Uh, yeah. Like a baby. Thanks." 
“Roman will be pleased." 


| felt myself grin at just the mention of his name and wanted 
to kick myself for being so obvious. One good night's sleep 
on the mattress of my dreams and suddenly I'd forgiven him 
everything. "Oh yeah? You speaking to him today?" 


He looked at me like I'd asked a stupid question, his bushy 
eyebrows crinkling together. | guess it was a bit strange. 
"Perhaps." 


Great. Now | sounded like | was totally obsessed. And | 
couldn't quite get over the feeling that he was laughing at 


me. Maybe that wasn't so much of a bad thing. At least it 
meant he wasn't looking down my top. 


ul Cool." 


| poked about the kitchen looking for a mug, and then for 
some coffee until | realized that all three of them were 
looking at me like they were waiting for me to leave so they 
could get on with whatever it was they were up to. 


"Where's the coffee?" 
Igor shook his head. "No coffee." 


"What? You've got to be kidding me." | lived on the brown 
stuff. Caffeine ran through my veins like blood and | was 
pretty sure it was the only thing that kept me standing some 
days. 


"Roman does not drink it." 


The look on my face must have been tragic because Igor 
nearly cracked a smile. | was trying to figure out whether | 
could reconcile my perfect man having such a huge and 
glaring flaw. What did he do in the mornings if he didn't 
drink coffee? This was almost unthinkable. My brain was 
refusing to process it, as though maybe somehow Igor's 
words would be sucked back into him if | stood still long 
enough. 


"No coffee?" | managed finally, still completely 
uncomprehending over how this situation could have 
occurred. 


"You can get it downstairs. Excuse me, we have a security 
meeting now." 


"Right. Sure. Here? In the kitchen?" 


Igor stared at me like | was speaking a whole other 
language. | guess given that Russian was clearly his first 
language, | kind of was. 


"It is a breakfast meeting." 
"Right. Of course. I'll... leave you to it." 


| nodded, trying to realign myself to the fact that breakfast 
was going to be uncaffeinated and that Roman's world just 
carried on without him, whether or not he was here to rule 

over it. There wasn't any division between his work-life and 
his home-life at all, which was probably why he was as rich 
as he was. | guess things like security had to be kept on top 
of, although | wasn't strictly sure why Roman needed three 
guys as well as all the security the building had to offer. 


One thing | was going to insist on, if he planned to get me 
into bed with him for real - no one was going to come in and 
disturb our mornings together. There had to be some 


boundaries and | didn't plan on sharing living space with a 
bunch of KGB exiles. 


| glanced back at the three of them and | saw Igor jabbing at 
a tablet, pulling up some images onto the screen. It was too 
far away to see, but | knew it wasn't standard protection 
services they were going through and a chill went through 
me when | remembered just how likely it was that Roman's 
mob connections were real. 


Who was | kidding? Of course they were. No one had the 
kind of money he had unless they'd invented something like 
the microchip or the cellphone or something. 


“Come on Kosh, Mechta, this way!" | took my plate back to 
my room and tried to make up for the lack of a latte by 
making use of the rainforest shower. It wasn't the same by 
any means, but it was definitely better than a kick in the 
teeth. 


CHAPTER 11 


Chloe 


A full day in, | was getting used to this. 


After breakfast in my room, avoiding the security meeting, 
I'd taken the dogs to the beach again. Then spent most of 
the afternoon lazing by the pool. Then had a trip to the local 
dog park before their dinner. 


All in all, it was a good day. Igor had ordered take out, and 
I'd helped myself to some Kung Pao Chicken and egg fried 
rice from the boxes he set on the side for his security team, 
and he didn't seem to mind. 


They'd cleared out after dinner, except for Igor, | guess, who 
went back to his little security room. | was seriously 
wondering whether the guy got any time off. But | guess 
that wasn't my business. Maybe he had a twin and | just 
hadn't noticed yet. 


| watched some TV and cuddled the dogs, lingering in the 
living room until | pulled myself together and stopped 
avoiding going to bed. Roman clearly wasn't doing any more 
spying on me. Which was a good thing. 


Pleasantly tired from the day, | stripped off my clothes and 
pulled on my nightie before flopping down onto the cool 
sheets. 


| stretched out in the Californian King bed like a starfish, 
stretching my arms out to reach the edges, but | couldn't 
reach the top and bottom of it. It had to be long enough for 
even Roman to lie down without his feet dangling off the 
edge. 


The sheets were like satin, and the mattress was firm, but 
pillowed enough to cradle my body like some kind of cloud. 
It was hands down the best bed I'd ever slept in. | was going 
to miss it when I had to go back to my sagging mattress in 
my tiny bedroom. 


Even with the dogs snuggled up next to me, | had plenty of 
space to sleep. I'd booted them out for a bit of privacy 
though. A girl needed some time alone, especially when she 
was fantasizing about their illegally attractive owner. 


| hadn't let myself think about the day I'd seen him in 
Haulover Park, but the image of his perfect body kept 
coming back to me. In bed, in his home, | would think about 
him wandering about with his shirt off. | closed my eyes and 
imagined he was just through the door to the ensuite. 


| would go right in there and join him in the shower. He 
could take me up against the hurricane-proof glass, looking 
out over the ocean. Or maybe I'd just lie in the bath and 


watch him get hard and stroke himself until he couldn't 
control himself any longer. 


| bit my lip, shuddering at the thought. He had to know 
exactly what he was doing, and | bet that he had about a 
million women lining up for him every night. What if he had 
been looking at me the way | thought he had? Wouldn't that 
be something. 


The TV on the wall was plugged into the same system as the 
one in the living room, and my hand darted back from the 
hem of my panties when the Skype ring tone started up all 
over again. 


Self-consciously, | straightened my nightie before | 
answered. 


"You better not have pet cameras in the bedroom," | started, 
suddenly very self conscious that he might have seen me 
writhing on the sheets, calling out his name. 


The flush of heat receded from my cheeks when he let out a 
deep laugh, and | sagged back against the pillows. 


Did the man permanently have his shirt off? It was really 
distracting. | didn't know where to look. 


"No. | hope I did not wake you." 


"No. You didn't. I... Got your flowers. Well, my Dad got them 
at the house. And the umbrella. Very funny. How come you 
didn't send them here?" 


It was Roman's turn to look embarrassed. "I told Igor to send 
them to the owner of your car. | didn't know it was you until 
you turned up. | forgot to tell him plans had changed." 


My eyebrows hitched up. He'd been planning on looking me 
up before he knew | was the dog sitter? That had to mean he 
really was interested. 


"Well, thank you. Anyway. No one has ever sent me flowers." 
"Good." 


| snorted out a laugh. "What? | don't think you're meant to 
say that." 


Roman grinned, and | realized that his smile made my 
heartbeat speed up. How could | be so far gone already? 


"Why not? It is good. | don't want other men sending you 
flowers." 


"Not ever?" 
"No. | am the only one who will send you flowers." 


| let out a playfully weary sigh. This whole conversation was 
surreal. "Well that's not very fair. | won't get that many 


flowers, will I?" 


"You will have hundreds of flowers. | will give you flowers 
every day if you want them." 


| snorted and immediately covered my mouth, mortified at 
the sound I'd let out. "Don't do that! I'll feel like I'm living in 
a funeral home or I've got a creepy stalker or something." 


"I am not a creepy stalker." 
"| didn't say that." 
"Good." 


| shifted, pulling the sheets up a little higher and folding 
them around me. "I'm sorry | drove off like that. I just - | 
didn't know what to do with myself. No one like you has ever 
looked at me like that." 


"All other men are idiots." 


"Well, obviously." | laughed, but I didn't really believe it. My 
eyes dropped to the bed sheets and | smoothed my hands 
over them. 


"When I come back, | will show you." 
"Yeah? What are you going to show me?" 


“Everything that | want to do to you." 


"Tell me now." 
"You are a very bad girl. You have to wait." 
"What if | don't want to wait?" 


Roman let out a groan. "This is not what | want, Chloe. | want 
to touch you, and kiss you. | want to taste you, and put my 
tongue inside you. | want to make you scream out my name 
and forget how to breathe." 


| bit my lip, feeling my heart pound in my chest. My panties 
were damp and my clit was tingling with anticipation. "I bet 
you say that to all the girls," | managed weakly. 


But Roman's eyes hardened on mine through the video link. 
"No. | do not and when | kiss you, you will Know it. You will 
eat those words." 


There was that animal intensity again, the rawness 
underneath the sheen of sophistication. All the designer 
suits in the world couldn't cover up how savage he was 
capable of being. 


CHAPTER 12 


Roman 


When I'd connected the video call, | had only planned to talk 
to her. But she was testing my resolve, sitting there in bed, 
with the sheets pulled up around her and her nipples hard 
enough that | could see them through the white cotton of 
her nightdress. 


She had to know it was slightly see-through. That | could 
make out the outline of her dark areolas through the thin 
material. 


But then again, maybe she didn't realize at all. 
The thought drove me crazy, that she could be so oblivious. 


When I told her what | wanted to do to her, it was supposed 
to be part threat, part promise, but every world felt like the 
start of foreplay and from the way her skin flushed and her 
breathing shifted, | know Chloe felt it too. 


She slid lower under the sheets, sinking down against the 
pillow, but not so far that she was out of sight. | could see 
her eyes flicker over my chest repeatedly, drifting down the 
line of hair beneath my navel and skirting over my tattoos. 


"Why do you have a scorpion?" 


| glanced down at the near life sized rendition just above my 
hip and back up to the screen. "To warn about the sting in 
my tail." 


She laughed and it made me realize how much | loved the 
sound. | wanted to make her laugh again, and again. And | 
wanted to hear what she sounded like when she was really 
enjoying herself. 


| swallowed hard, trying to get a hold on myself, but seeing 
her on the screen, it was so difficult to stop my thoughts 
from straying exactly where I'd told her | didn't want them to 
go. Her eyes on me, drinking me in like | was a tall glass 
filled with ice on a hot day felt charged. Her interest in me 
made my body stir and my cock start to rise. Just thinking 
about what | wanted to do with her when | returned, and the 
feel of her lips against mine, had me as ready for action as 
any teenage boy ever had been. 


| might have been forty, but when | looked at her, my libido 
didn't agree. 


The connection that I'd felt between us in the parking lot in 
the rain was still there, but this time she wasn't stubbornly 
looking away. 


| changed my position, conscious of the rising tent in my 
pants, trying to get comfortable despite it. But there was no 


ignoring what my body wanted. Natural instinct told me she 
was to be my mate and there was no logic | could apply to 
cool myself down. 


"| should go," | said at last. 


Chloe's frown crumpled her forehead and she propped 
herself up on her elbows. "Oh. Do you have to?" 


"If | don't, I'll do something foolish." 


It was her turn to smile and | loved the way it spread across 
her face and made her eyes gleam. "Like what?" 


It had to be my imagination, but she sounded breathless, 
and that wasn't making it any easier to focus on keeping my 
hands to myself. | let out a low, soft growl. "Like ask you to 
take your top off." 


For a moment she looked shocked, and | regretted letting my 
tongue get loose enough to say it. Chloe had an innocence 
about her, and | could tell she wasn't the kind of girl to use 
her sexuality to get what she wanted. Her large brown eyes 
met mine across the screen, her perfect lips parted a little 
more than they had been before. 


She paused for a long, solid moment, and then she pushed 
the blankets down and slipped the straps of her nightdress 
down, revealing her breasts to me. "Fair's fair, | guess." 


| could almost have believed she was the kind of girl who 
Saw no problem with wandering around topless, except for 
the vivid blush painting her cheeks. Her breasts were small 
but perfectly formed and | wished | could have been there in 
the flesh with her to cup them and suck on her nipples. 


There was no denying that my cock jumped at the sight, 
excited to get a little closer to what | really wanted. | let out 
a breath in an attempt to control my desires, but the effort 
was futile. 


"Chloe, what are you doing?" She was killing me. 


She pressed her lips together and looked away, ducking her 
head as she pulled the covers up to cover her breasts over. "| 
don't know. Never mind." 


Shit. Did she think | didn't want her? How could she think 
such a thing? "Wait. | told you - | want to touch you for real. | 
don't want to have to pretend." 


But now she was embarrassed, and from my hotel room, | 
had no way of making her feel better. She shook her head. 


"You're right. | shouldn't have done that. I'm so not that kind 
of girl. It doesn't matter-" 


"Chloe, stop." 


"What?" 


"You're beautiful. | would like nothing more than to look at 
your naked body all evening. But | want to do that when | 
can touch you." 


She gave me a long look through the screen and fora 
minute | didn't think she was going to listen to me, but then 
she rolled her eyes. "Fine." 


| watched her sink back deeper into the pillows, eyelids 
fluttering closed, but she was far from relaxed. Her arms 
were folded tight across the top of the sheets. 


“Would you not rather | was there right now?" 
She let out an audible sigh. "Yes. Of course | would." 


"I can't stop thinking about kissing you. I'm hard for you just 
talking together like this. Does that make you feel better?" 


The rise and fall of her chest stalled and | could see the 
tension in her body shift from awkwardness to a softer kind 
of pliability. She turned onto her side, grin widening out 
impishly on her face. "It kind of does." 


"I’m so hard for you, | don't know what to do with myself." 


Chloe's teeth buried into her lower lip and she let out a soft 
little moan that had my cock twitching with desire. | would 
tell her a thousand times over how much | wanted her if she 
made more sounds like that. 


"You should really do something about that, Roman." Her 
eyes fluttered open, finding the screen up on the bedroom 
wall. "Isn't it meant to be bad for you?" 


| laughed. "No one ever died from blue balls, Chloe." 
She huffed impatiently. "I could help you out." 


For along moment | didn't say anything. | was at conflict, 
two sides of myself warring. On the one hand, | could think 
of nothing better in this lonely hotel room than to have the 
woman of my dreams help me get off while | watched her do 
the same, and on the other hand, | wanted so much more 
than that from our first time together. 


"It's okay, Roman. | want to." 


It was all the permission | needed to let my hand stray down 
to my fly. As soon as | slipped the top button, the zipper 
undid itself and | breathed out in relief as the pressure 
against my raging erection eased. 


| let my eyes sink closed as | circled my fist around my 
hardened length, stroking a couple of times. Touching 
myself was nothing compared to what | really wanted, but 
my body was impatient and it was torture to have to wait so 
long when Chloe was right there on the other side of the 
screen, looking so ready for me to take her. 


Her breathing hitched and on screen her hand slid 
underneath the covers, going down far lower than her naked 
breasts. 


"Are you always so impatient?" | asked her, smiling at her as 
| started a slow rhythm. 


"Only for you." Coming from anyone else it would have been 
a line, but from Chloe | believed it. Despite what she was 
doing beneath the sheets, she wasn't putting herself on 
show. And when she let out another moan | knew it was 
because she was enjoying her own touch, not because she 
thought it would turn me on. "I can't stop thinking about 
you. | think I've gone mad." 


"Then | must have gone mad too. | can't stop thinking about 
you either. When | get home, first thing | will do is kiss you. 
And then I will carry you to my bedroom and make you 
mine." 


“Mmm Roman. | want that so badly." 


Beneath the sheet, her hips started moving in slow little 
motions, and there was a sudden sheen to her skin like she'd 
been out in the humidity, or just come in from a jog. She 
looked delicious and | could only imagine how slick her 
pussy was becoming under her touch. 


Thinking about whether she was sliding her fingers into her 
body made my cock twitch in my hand as | carried on 


stroking myself. 
“God, | want to taste you." 


Chloe whimpered. "Don't. It's not fair. | want you here, right 
now." 


"Not aS much as | want you here. My poor baby. | know your 
fingers can never be enough." 


"God, | need you Roman!" Chloe let out another groan, her 
neck arching back sharply against the bed and her body 
tensing beatifically. 


As furiously as | was pumping my cock with my hand, my 
touch was lacking compared to what | really wanted. My 
breathing hitched as | drove myself towards orgasm. Chloe's 
voice and the sight of her on screen tumbling towards her 
orgasm went some small way towards making it better than 
a fantasy, but by the time my balls tensed and pulled up 
tight to my body, releasing my cum in thick waves against 
my chest, it all felt empty. 


More than anything in the world, | needed to have her in my 
arms for real. 


CHAPTER 13 


Chloe 


All morning, | wandered about the apartment in a happy 
daze. Roman would be back soon, and the mad rashness of 
last night would come back to haunt me. 


Like I'd told him, | wasn't the kind of girl who did things like 
that. | was the girl who struggled to get a date. So how come 
suddenly | was playing sex kitten? | blamed Roman entirely. 
When I looked at him, it was like | had to have him. He made 
me want to do things that | never even imagined | would 
ever want to do. 


I'd dreamt all kind of filthy things about him taking me on 

every surface, fucking me until | could barely walk. And it 

was sheer insanity how much | wanted to find out what his 
impressive package felt like inside me. 


Last night, he'd kept his cock out of view like a gentleman, 
and like the slut | was turning into, I'd been disappointed 
not to see it. Now, the anticipation was driving me crazy. | 
kept remembering the gigantic bulge in the crotch of his 
wetsuit, and then wondering how any woman could take 
him. 


What if he'd kept his cock off screen so as not to terrify me? 
What if he didn't have a girlfriend because no one could 
bear to take him? 


| nearly called Desta to ask if | was being overly dramatic, 
but then | realized she probably wouldn't appreciate me 
speculating about whether or not | would be able to fit 
Roman's cock inside me. Woman gave birth to entire babies 
for crying out loud. | was showing myself up as the virgin 
that | was. Of course he was going to fit. 


I'd nearly persuaded myself, when the ringtone of my phone 
shocked me out of my thought patterns. 


With a frown on my face, | picked my phone up to a number | 
didn't recognize and was surprised to hear my Dad on the 
other end of the line. 


"Chilo?" He sounded terrible, his voice all scratched up like 
he was having trouble using it. Immediately, | was worried, 
thinking the worst. Not least of all because he never called 
me during the day. As far as he was concerned cellphones 
were reserved for total emergencies and | shouldn't have 
spent half the time attached to mine that | did. 


"Dad? What's going on?" 


"Į uh- I'm at the hospital. They want you to come down." 


"What?" | felt all the blood drain out of my face, imagining a 
thousand different things. "Are you okay? What happened?" 


Already | was running about the place, grabbing my keys. 


"I'm okay, sweetheart. | promise. | just... had a fall on the 
boat this morning. Some of the guys got me over to the ER." 


"The ER? How bad is it?" 


"Oh, don't freak out on me Chloe. Come on. Everything's 
fine. | just busted up my knee." 


"Your knee? Bullshit you fell." Dad was steadier on his feet 
than anyone | knew. There was something he didn't want to 
say out loud and | could figure that out well enough. Tony 
Molino hadn't been able to take no for an answer for months. 
Dad wasn't into running dodgy boats to Cuba any longer 
and he wasn't having it. Tony said Dad owed him one, that 
he couldn't cut him off like that. 


My Dad was one of the last men who had been prepared to 
look the other way about what they used his boat to move 
back and forth, but everything had become way too risky 
since the tourism rules were revised and repealed. Dad said 
it wasn't like the good old days. 


Of course | had a father who looked back to the golden days 
of easy smuggling. 


“Chloe don't make this a big deal." 


| gritted my teeth, already starting to gather up my things 
that I'd left around the living room. "Fine. I'm coming. What 
do you need?" 


Back when | was a kid, growing up, Dad took the powerboat 
over to Cuba on runs for the tourists. Back then, it was 
allowed without so much fuss. There was an independent 
travel loophole and it all worked out, just as long aS no one 
spent any money on anything that could get back to the 
government. Which in Cuba, meant being really careful. 


Over the years, Dad took some payments from contacts he'd 
made over there, in exchange for not asking too many 
questions about what or who he was bringing back. He had 
his paperwork in order and it meant that officially he was 
sailing on the right side of the law. And over in Miami, Molino 
got wind of what he was doing, and leaned on him to do 
more and more jobs. 


But when the government clamped down on individuals 
traveling to Cuba, things became more problematic. The 
guys he'd done favors for before still wanted him to carry on 
doing them, but there wasn't any paperwork Dad could get 
to make the trips even seem legitimate. Not unless he went 
as part of some sort of organized regatta and that wasn't 
exactly the kind of discretion his contacts required. 


He'd done a couple of runs at night since the laws changed, 
but they were dangerous. They involved dodging the coast 
guard on both sides, and usually running without any lights 
on in an attempt to avoid being seen, at least until he was 
out in open water. | knew the theory, but Dad had never let 
me come along. The thrill of the danger of it wasn't so sexy 
when I knew how real the risks were. 


Never mind that that stretch of ocean could be treacherous 
at the best of times, the waters were shark infested and if 
the wrong people came across you and decided you were up 
to no good, the chances of you being thrown overboard were 
pretty high up there. 


The only reason Dad didn't want to retire from the boats 
entirely was because it was wrapped up with a load of good 
memories of Mom when she was alive. | didn't exactly blame 
him for that. But hanging onto it for sentimental purposes 
meant that as far as Tony Molino was concerned, the door 
was still wide open. 


"| need you to bring my insurance papers." 


| let out a weary breath, knowing already that the policy my 
Dad had out on himself was less than he insured his boats 
for. The fishing boat moored up close to home in Miami was 
his bread and butter, but even the speed boat down in the 
Keys had better coverage than my Dad did and | knew 
exactly what that meant. "Have they treated you yet?" 


"You just hurry up with the papers, huh, sweetheart?" | heard 
him smother a wince and | knew he was sitting there without 
even any pain meds until he filled out the damn paperwork. 
And this was exactly why he should have had his damn cell 
phone on him, so he had a copy he could access. But | was 
probably overestimating his technical capabilities there. 


"I'll be there as soon as I can." 


| was a whirlwind around the apartment, clattering back to 
my room to shove my things back into my bag. | grabbed 
half a bagel from the breakfast spread that Luba had left out 
and hustled the dogs into the kitchen where | could shut 
them in. 


| grabbed my keys and did a quick once-over of the place 
before | legged it towards the elevator. 


And | nearly rammed into Igor, carrying two coffee cups, in 
my hurry. 


"For you," he offered, holding out the latte | had requested 
the day before, and | almost melted. 


"Oh, wow, thank you." | took the coffee off him, and took a 
speedy sip that | regretted as soon as it took the top layer of 
Skin off the roof of my mouth. "Ow. Hot!" 


But | didn't have time to worry about that. | jabbed at the 
call button for the elevator and Igor seemed to finally take in 


the fact that | had my bag with me. 
"Where are you going?" 
"I have to leave. Something came up. Tell Roman I'm sorry." 


Only when I was half way home did I realize | hadn't plugged 
my phone in the night before and my charger was still 
plugged into the socket by the bed. I hadn't left a note, and 
now Roman was going to think I'd walked out on him for no 
good reason at all. 


If | knew one thing, it was that he was going to be mad. The 
only thing he'd told me was to stay with his dogs at all 
times, and I'd gone and run out on them without so much as 
an explanation. 


Of course | had. | always managed to screw things up. 


Never mind getting paid, he was probably never going to 
want to speak to me again, especially if he thought | was 
running scared after what we'd gotten up to over Skype. 


As though that wasn't the furthest thing from the truth. But 
with my phone pretty much dead now | couldn't even tell 
him that. 


Story of my life. The breaks | caught never came good all the 
way through. 


CHAPTER 14 


Roman 


Igor pulled the car into the lift that would take us up to the 
apartment and | waited impatiently for the turntable to spin 
the car 360 degrees. Usually | had all the patience in the 
world for the ride up to my apartment. | knew the sounds of 
the elevator clamping onto my car and the time it took for 
each of the automated processes to kick in. It was part of my 
coming home ritual, it helped me to calm down and leave 
the rest of my day behind. 


But at that moment, all | wanted was to be up there already, 
drawing Chloe into my arms. 


Igor tapped his fingers on the leather of the steering wheel, 
nodding along to whatever he was playing to himself 
through his noise-cancelling earbuds. | didn't grudge him 
that when I was hardly ever in the mood for conversation 
and he always responded when | needed him to. 


The snap of his gum as he chewed it was another matter. 


But | wasn't being petty. There was no need. Nothing could 
truly bother me when the woman of my dreams was waiting 
for me inside. 


My ears popped as we made the rapid, smooth ascent up to 
the penthouse and then it was a few more agonizing 
minutes before the car rolled forwards onto the designated 
parking space and I could unlock the door. 


| didn't wait for Igor. My bag remained in the trunk. 


| was striding up towards the living room of my apartment, 
taking the stairs two at a time, impatient to close the 
distance between us. 


"Chloe?" 


Silence echoed out ahead of me, broken only by the sound 
of Kosh and Mechta's whining as they recognized my voice. | 
could hear their claws scrabbling on the kitchen tiles, telling 
me they were shut in, and | strolled over to the gate to let 
them out. 


There was no sign of Chloe. 


Distracted, | ducked down to pet my dogs, fussing over them 
with less enthusiasm than I'd had a moment before. 


| wheeled around at the sound of footsteps behind me, but it 
was only Igor, bringing my suitcase. "Where is Chloe?" 


He shrugged. "She left." 


"What?" 


"She said she had to go." 
"Why?" 
"I don't ask." 


| growled, pulling out my phone and immediately hitting 
call. | didn't like this one bit. 


| covered the mouthpiece as | listened to the rings. "Why 
didn't you tell me?" 


Igor shrugged. "There was nothing | could do about it." 


My frown forged in deeper than before as her phone rang. 
She had no voicemail connected. Of course she didn't. | 
would have rolled my eyes, but | was too busy fuming. 


When I got in touch with her again I was going to sit her 
down and force her to record one. | always needed to be able 
to get a hold of her and it didn't sit well with me that she 
wasn't picking up. Something must have happened to make 
her leave. Igor wasn't telling me the whole story. 


“Did she say anything to you? Anything at all?" 
Igor shook his head. "I don't think so." 


Had she changed her mind? Perhaps she'd thought better of 
it, after what we'd got up to the night before. Her 
embarrassment could have gotten the better of her. | 


scowled at no one in particular, shoving my phone back into 
my jacket pocket. 


| was going to find out what was going on. | hadn't even paid 
her. She was supposed to stay here, with my dogs, until | 
came back again. She was supposed to be waiting for me, 
ready to be kissed. There was nothing that we had discussed 
about her leaving before | came home. 


"What's her address?" | demanded, knowing that he'd found 
it in order to send her the flowers I had asked him to. 


Igor pulled his phone out and a moment later | felt the buzz 
of my phone receiving an email. 


"But | don't think that is where she has gone." 
"Why not?" 


Sometimes Igor drove me mad with his dribs and drabs of 
information. 


“Luba said she heard her talking about hospital." 


| growled, shaking my head. Every atom in my body wanted 
to race back down to the street and zoom off to find her, but 
the fact was | didn't have a clue where to look. 


The only thing | could do was stalk into my office and slam 
the door. If | was going to find Chloe Wilson, | had to find out 
who she was beyond where she lived. 


CHAPTER 15 


Chloe 


| heaved the bait cooler to the back of the boat in the shade 
of the canopy Dad set up for the people who didn't want to 
fry themselves while they brought in the biggest Marlin they 
could wrangle. They liked anything that would give them a 
good wrestle on the end of the line. Blue Marlin were the 
most elusive, the most prized. White Marlin had a good kick 
and they put up the right kind of fight. 


The real tough guys wanted shark fishing. They were the 
kind who came down from the city and wanted to think they 
were macho as all get out, taking on a big beast, reeling in 
Jaws. 


| didn't like the fishing trips, but | couldn't complain so much 
when it was those same fishing trips that had kept a roof 
over our heads while | was growing up. 


| could complain about the stink of the bait and | sure as hell 
could complain about the weight of all the crates of beer. 


Ocean fishing was a sport of men. Men who drank beer. By 
the bucket load. | was on my third run of stocking up the 
refreshment locker ready for the late afternoon trip out. Back 
to reality after my weekend living like a princess. My 


shoulders were already killing me and | felt grimy, sweat 
sticking my ball cap to my forehead and wisps of hair to the 
back of my neck. 


Why Dad didn't just get a couple of kegs in, | would never 
know. 


| could have murdered someone for some time alone with 
Roman's shower. But it wasn't going to happen. I'd had to 
walk out on the dog sitting gig, and | figured he wasn't the 
type to give anyone second chances. Maybe | was wrong, 
but it seemed like you had to be kind of tough to get to 
where he was in life. 


So much for the shot Destiny had given me. | felt really 
shitty for not following through. 


Sure, she understood, and sure, this time it was 
unavoidable. | had to cover for my Dad, no two ways about 
it. But it felt like the last in a long line of things that were 
always getting in the way. I'd have lost patience with mea 
lifetime ago if | was her. 


So | was kind of ignoring her calls. 


Actually, I'd kind of switched off my phone entirely. Because 
| had too much to organize here. | could get back in touch 
with everyone again once everything was sorted. However 
long that was going to take. 


Dad was out of commission, which left me doing this run 
myself, but what | knew about ocean fishing wasn't even 
worth repeating. So I'd tried to cut a deal with some of Dad's 
old crew to run it for me without him, but mostly they 
already had themselves work on other boats. 


Some of them agreed to the weekend runs for time and a 
half and I knew they'd ripped me off, but there wasn't 
anything | could do about it. | was just thankful that they 
weren't going to leave me in the lurch completely. 


At least they weren't refusing to take instructions from me. 
Dad had enough respect that some of it rubbed off on me, 
with them at least 


Tony Molino was a different story. He was hassling me now 
about the runs he wanted my Dad to make. 


"Come on Chloe. It's already agreed. You want to let me 
down right at the last minute? What would your Dad say 
about that, huh?" 


| slammed the crate of beer down on the deck, irritated that 
the guy was following me about, running his mouth, while 
he watched me do all the heavy lifting. 


"| don't think so Molino. Dad didn't say anything about it. It's 
not on the books. All the boats are booked out. What are you 
going to do?" 


"I think you've got it mixed up, Chloe. | think you better 
check again." 


| set my hands on my hips, making to look like | was ready to 
face up to him, but really | was hoping that his good old 
fashioned values weren't so deep down that he forgot about 
that bit about hitting a woman. 


"I've checked. I've got nothing down. We're not doing the 
run. | don't need that kind of trouble, okay?" 


Runs to Cuba were problematic for so many reasons. Dad 
had done them cash in hand, had an arrangement with a 
pilot boat who came out to meet them in the bay so 
technically they never had to land, but the whole thing was 
on seriously dodgy ground. Dad only ever did it when he was 
desperate, and he made a point of never getting me 
involved. 


It was risky for so many reasons and Dad never really told 
me what went on, but I figured they used his boats to 
transport goods. And | didn't want to have anything to do 
with it. 


No way was | letting this guy bully me into something like 
this. 


"You gotta think about what friends you have and the things 
you gotta do to stay afloat in this world, Chloe. It's a real 


competitive business, boat chartering. You wouldn't wanna 
be turning important customers away." 


| felt the corner of my lip curl up in a disgusted grimace. The 
guy had his eyes locked onto my chest and he couldn't tear 
his eyes away. He backed me up against the wall of the 
cabin when | tried to get away, and grabbed my shoulder to 
hold me there. 


| narrowed my eyes at him and pushed him away as | turned 
to grab another crate of beer to heft up onto the boat. "Don't 
tell me what | need to do. Do you know me? No. We're doing 
just fine without your bullshit midnight runs, so you can 
crawl back to whatever hole you came out of and-" 


| squeaked, suddenly seeing the error of my ways as his 
large hand clamped around my throat. 


"Do you ever shut up, bitch? Listen to me. You're gonna do 
this run and you're going to quit whining about it or you're 
gonna make me do something I'm gonna regret." 


Out of nowhere, there was Roman, looming behind him. 


He yanked Molino back by the shoulder and before | knew 
what was happening, Roman had punched him so hard he 
flew back across the deck, thudding down in a heap. But 
Roman wasn't done with him yet. He was on top of himina 
second, straddling him as his fists flew, pounding hit after 
hit to his head, until his face was a bloody mess. 


For half a minute | couldn't move and then | surged forward. 


"Stop! Roman, stop!" My hands were shaking as | tried to 
pull him back and when he looked up, it was almost as 
though he didn't see me. Every part of him was consumed 
with animal rage and | didn't think he even knew what he'd 
been doing. 


All at once he looked down at his fists and the bloody pulp of 
the man who'd been threatening me, and he let out a growl, 
forcing himself up and away. 


He reached out like he wanted to touch me, and | backed up, 
hands in the air. No way was | letting another psycho get his 
hands on me, even if this one happened to make me swoon. 


"What- what are you doing? You can't do that! For fucksake 
Roman, did you kill him?" 


"| hope so. He never should have touched you." 


My voice was so high pitched | barely recognized it as my 
own. He'd swept in without a moment's pause, beating the 
guy to a pulp when he didn't even know what was going on. 


"You can't- you don't even know what's going on. You can't 
do that!" 


"Do what? Save your life?" 


"Roman there's a fucking dead guy on my Dad's boat." 


He nudged the man with the toe of his shoe and he rolled 
towards the edge of the boat. | drew in a sharp breath as 
Roman kicked him into the water. 


"No there isn't." 
"Did you just-?" 


My hand covered my mouth and | held my breath. Roman 
really was ruthless. Way more ruthless that | knew how to 
handle. 


He stared at me and I didn't dare move in case some of that 
animal rage came my way. "He was trying to hurt you." 


| shouldn't have even been listening to whatever bullshit 
justification he thought he had, but damn it, a stupid, 
desperate little part of me kind of loved that he'd walked in 
here, prepared to maim a total stranger just because he saw 
him threaten me. I'd never had a guy willing to give me his 
last slice of pizza before, let alone kill someone to defend my 
honor, or whatever. 


| shouldn't have found it sexy, but | did. It took all the self- 
control | had to level my breathing, to focus on the fact that 
this had happened and that whether or not | agreed with 
what he'd done, Roman was too scary to argue with. 


"What about the cops?" 


"What about them?" 


My eyes widened, caught up in all kinds of fantasies about 
him paying them off, or worse than that, and my whole head 
started spinning. | took a seat on a hard plastic beer crate 
and put my head between my legs, breathing hard. 


"What about them? What about them - you just beat a guy 
to death on my boat!" | was totally building up to losing 
what little control | had left when | heard the unmistakable 
cough and splutter of someone suddenly finding themselves 
in the water. 


| hauled myself to my feet, rushing over to the side of the 
boat and | hung off the guard rail, looking down at Molino as 
he splashed around doing some kind of disordered doggy 
paddle in the oil-slick marina water. 


"He's not dead," Roman put in, sidling up along side me. He 
squinted down at the man, floundering around down there 
and before | realized what he was doing, he'd pulled a gun 
out of the back of his suit and was aiming it down at the 
water. "Maybe he should be." 


"Put it away, put it away! It's okay. You taught him a lesson, 
okay? You don't need to do that. Please?" 


“He shouldn't be messing with you." 


"I don't think he's going to try it again." | looked at hima 
little nervously, trying to get the measure of him. What kind 
of man did this? | knew exactly what kind, and it had 
Russian Mafia written all over it. 


How was he any better than the guy swimming around with 
a pulped face in the harbor? | couldn't think like that. The 
answer was, he was saving me. That was what the 
difference. 


Only that wasn't going to last long if he got hauled in by the 
police for assault. 


| glanced over my shoulder, suddenly very conscious of who 
might have seen what he'd done. 


“Let's go inside." 


Aiming for looking casual, | grabbed a couple of beers, and 
hauled him below deck before he could start waving his gun 
around any more and slammed the door closed behind us. 


| flicked the lights on and reached past him for the bottle 
opener, cracking the tops of the bottles before | did anything 
else. After all that, | damn well needed a drink. | handed him 
one before taking a deep pull from my own bottle, trying my 
best to look badass. 


| stared at him, arms folded across my chest, but | don't 
think | was fooling either of us 


"Why are you even here? How did you find me?" 


CHAPTER 16 


Chloe 


Roman frowned like I'd wounded him by even asking how 
he'd shown up at the marina out of the blue. "You didn't pick 
up your phone." 


"So?" | eyed him carefully, refusing to admit to myself how 
my heart had leapt when I saw him. | thought I'd blown 
everything, that he would take our fumbled night over 
Skype as an unexpected bonus and move on, back to his life 
full of supermodels and celebrities. 


"So | was worried. What was | supposed to do? You leave no 
note, you run away like Cinderella, only you don't even 
leave your shoe behind. | came to look for you." 


"Really?" | squinted at him. Was he for real? "You were 
worried about me?" That was actually kind of sweet. 


| sank down on the bench seat that ran the edge of the 
cabin and pulled my ball cap off, wishing | wasn't so damn 
sweaty from heaving all the crates around. Why was | always 
at my worst when he swooped in to play hero? 


“Really. And It looks like | wasn't wrong to worry." 


| pulled a face, staring down at the deck. "What? Molino? | 
had it handled. He just thinks he's a big shot, that's all." 


"He should not have touched you like that." 


"Yeah, well." | risked a glance up at him. This was the last 
thing I'd expected him to do after I'd left him in the lurch 
with no one to look after the dogs. 


“How are Kosh and Mechta?" 

"I think they miss you." 

| grinned, and rolled my eyes. "Yeah, right." 
"You don't believe me?" 


| made a non-committal kind of noise in the back of my 
throat. "I think they're fine now that you're home. | could tell 
they really love you." 


Roman grunted and | wondered whether | wasn't supposed 
to say mushy things about his pets. Because they were 
fearsome Russian Military dogs. And he apparently thought 
it was perfectly normal for them to need a babysitter 24-7. 


"You said your father had an accident." 


“He did. That's why I'm running around hauling ass trying to 
get everything set up for the fishing trips he's got booked. 
He's resting up at home. The doctors didn't wanna let him 


out of the hospital yet, but he was bitching about maxing 
out his health insurance so much they let him." 


Roman let out a growl. "You should have said. | would have 
paid." 


My eyebrows shot up so fast they nearly hit the ceiling of the 
cabin. "What? | walked out midway through a job for you. 
Why would you even think about paying my Dad's hospital 
care?" | almost laughed, but then suddenly it wasn't so 
amusing. | felt my frown draw in and | stood up from the 
bench seat again. "Look, I'm not some kind of charity case. 
Or - or... that night. | don't want money for that. If that's 
what you think, you can leave. I've got a lot to do." 


Suddenly | wasn't so thrilled to see him. The last thing | 
wanted from the man I'd been dreaming about giving my 
virginity to was pity. Or worse, a wad of cash to pay for my 
services. 


Shit. | Knew he was older than me, but did he really think 
money was the only reason I'd be interested in him? Hadn't 
he felt the chemistry between us? 


Roman's eyes narrowed and he stepped up close, pushing 
into my personal space. | could feel the heat radiating off his 
body and it was a struggle not to let my eyes flash to the 
broad expanse of his chest and the tight muscles of his 
arms. | was never going to get over the fact that he was built 
like he should have been dressed in spandex and running 


around the streets at night with a cape and a mask. Despite 
myself | didn't want him to step back. 


"That's not why I'm here." His voice was low and gravelly, 
vibrating the air enough to make my nipples tense. 


| didn't trust myself not to do something stupid. It was 
taking everything | had just to stop myself from sinking in 
against him and climbing him like a tree. 


"Well why the hell are you here, Roman?" 


His thumb settled into the dimple of my chin and he tilted 
my head up. My idiotic brain was hours behind, and | made a 
startled kind of grunt when his lips closed over mine. Holy 
smokes, Batman. 


Before | could stop myself, my lips had parted and | was 
arching in against the hard planes of his body, letting him in 
deeper. | would have let him in as deep as he wanted to go. | 
couldn't believe he'd come looking for me, but I was so, so 
glad he had. 


His hand at the small of my back pulled me in against him 
hard and he only pulled back enough so that he could talk 
against my lips in between kisses. "I can't get you out of my 
head. Six days, | think of nothing but you. You have to be 
mine." 


| couldn't believe what | was hearing, but dammit, | wasn't 
going to start asking questions. 


| arched against him, kissing back even more fiercely, 
because at some point | was going to have to wake up and | 
wanted to take as much of this as | could get before | did. His 
teeth nipped my lower lip and the sharpness was undeniably 
real. | groaned against his mouth. 


"| wanted this since the first time | met you," | confessed all 
at once, honesty rushing out of me far too fast. | felt myself 
blush under my grimy suntan and Roman let out a deep 
chuckle. 


"Me too." 
Roman 


Chloe's face was flushed with heat and her lips were 
beautifully swollen from where | had kissed her. | loved the 
way she looked - a little dazed, and her hair messed up. She 
glanced over her shoulder and pulled me closer to her. 


| wasn't about to throw away the invitation to everything I'd 
known I'd wanted for nearly a week. 


She stretched her arms up over her head for me and | pulled 
her tank top off, delving my head down to nuzzle against 
the full swell of her breasts. Cupping them in each hand, | 
kept kissing at her skin until she was making little feverish 


sounds under my touch. Her skin was hot, like she was 
burning up, but | knew it had nothing to do with the 
humidity and everything to do with me. She was so 
responsive and it made my cock throb harder. 


I'd been aroused enough to go on a fishing trip all of my own 
since | walked onto the boat and saw the way her breasts 
shifted and moved beneath her top when she moved. She 
needed to be far, far away from anyone who would threaten 
her again, or there was going to be a pile of bodies from here 
all the way to Cuba, never mind that the Bratva's usual fixer, 
Toropov the Torpedo, my good friend Maxim, was out of 
town. 


Her hands pulled at my buttons, but I wasn't about to waste 
time with them individually. With a sharp tug, | pulled my 
shirt open and the buttons scattered, pinging off the hard 
surfaces of the interior cabin. 


Chloe breathed a laugh, her smile glowing warmer as she 
pulled me in close again, nothing but lust in her eyes. She 
scrabbled back, unhooking her bra with a glance out of the 
cabin window and beckoned me deeper into the boat. 


Through the next doorway, there was a double cabin in the 
nose of the boat, in pretty much the same arrangement as 

on my own yacht. Although mine was bigger, and the smell 
of salty rust, engine oil and bait didn't pervade my master 

Cabin. 


She sat down on the mattress and | stood over her, between 
her thighs, kissing her until she arched her neck back and 
let me mouth love bites over her throat and her hands 
clawed at my back. 


"Oh Roman. Oh-fuck." 


| eased her back onto the bed and her thighs clenched 
around my sides so | had to work my hand in between us to 
undo the top snap of her shorts. Her hips kept bucking 
against mine, driving me crazy and all | wanted was to pile- 
drive her into the mattress. It was a struggle not to take 
exactly what | wanted right then and there. But | didn't want 
to hurt her and something about the way she touched me 
was all awe. 


Her hands fumbled with the buckle of my belt and I toed off 
my shoes, opening my fly and letting my heavy erection 
spring out towards her. 


Chloe gasped, her eyes widening at the sight of my angry, 
red head, weeping and desperate for her. She looked up at 
me, skittering back along the mattress. "Wait. wait." 


"I’ve waited long enough." | grabbed her ankle, pulling her 
back down towards me and | saw her throat bob as she 
swallowed. Surprise hit me as | recognized the look in her 
eyes. She had too many nerves. "This is all for you. You don't 
want it?" 


"No. | do. Fuck, | really do. | just - | don't think it's going to 
fit." 


| barked out a laugh, and Chloe looked down, looking 
absurdly embarrassed, and entirely gorgeous. | kissed her 
cheek, working my way along to her lips, stretching my body 
out along hers on the oddly shaped mattress. "My darling. 
You were made for me. Can't you feel it?" 


Even in the dull light of the cabin | could see the heat in her 
cheeks. She was panting when she looked up at me again, 
and she nodded slowly. She was biting her lip and she curled 
In against my shoulder. 


"What is it, my darling?" 
"Roman," she whispered. "I'm a virgin." 


| swear | almost came on the spot. | let out a growl, all of my 
previous restraint disappearing in an instant as | plundered 
her mouth, pulling away to rid her of her short and panties. 


"Not for much longer. You are going to be mine." 


Her hands worked their way into my hair and her body 
arched up under mine. This time her legs splayed open for 
me and | smoothed my hand along her belly, drawing my 
fingers down between the folds of her sex and sliding into 
her. 


My thumb rocked against her clit, and | kept the pressure 
hard against her pubic bone until she was panting, hips 
bucking little desperate motions against my hand. 


CHAPTER 17 


Chloe 


In all the fantasies I'd ever had, I'd never imagined losing 
my virginity on my Dad's boat, and definitely not to a 
billionaire. 


The money didn't matter. It was Roman himself that was so 
attractive. His body fit around mine like all my curves were 
designed to go right alongside him. When he touched me, 
he left trails of fire all along the path his fingers traced and | 
only wanted more. 


The weight of his muscled body pressed me against the thin 
mattress, and there was nowhere else I'd rather have been 
than underneath him. 


My hips weren't under my control, they bucked and twitched 
with every move his clever, clever fingers made and | let out 
a groan as he did something fantastic, stroking a place 
inside me that made my whole body flush with heat. 


"Fuck... Roman." His name had a whole new meaning now. 
He was everything | wanted, and | wanted to give myself to 
him completely. There was no changing my mind, and | 
didn't want to. 


Breathlessly, | clung to him, watching as he plunged his 
fingers into me, drawing them out with a steady rhythm that 
made me long for more. He was fucking me with his fingers 
and it wasn't even close to being enough. My pussy was 
clenching and fluttering around him like | was trying to suck 
him deeper in, but it wasn't his hand I really needed. 


| made a mad grab for his cock, and his teeth set as | started 
to stroke his velvety, hot length. | let my fingers play over 
his angry-looking helmet and his eyes fluttering closed as 
though he wasn't going to be able to hold it together much 
longer. He grabbed my wrist to pull my hand away and said 
something low in Russian, under his breath, it was the 
sexiest thing I’d ever heard. 


His fingers plunged deep into me all over again, curling up 
hard and all | could do was gasp, my mouth falling open as | 
arched against the sheets. | hadn't even known | could feel 
half of the things he was making me feel, but he knew 
exactly how to make my body do what he wanted. His 
thumb circled my clit again, and I nearly flinched back from 
the contact | was so sensitive. 


When he pinned my hips, and lowered his mouth to let his 
tongue flicker over me, | swear | nearly died. 


"Roman" His name was the only word | knew. Everything else 
was a mess of heat and sensation. | was nothing but nerve 
endings, all of them arcing and sparking with every touch he 


showered upon me. My hands felt clumsy tangled in his hair, 
and | found myself clinging onto his ear with desperation. 


His tongue flickered over me again, and | whimpered, unable 
to stop myself following the friction of his mouth on me with 
my hips. He let out a hum and it went right through me, 
making me shiver with pleasure as his clever, clever tongue 
kept circling around, making me more and more desperate. 


My entire world shrank down to his mouth on me and | could 
feel my orgasm just out of reach, coming closer with every 
flicker of his tongue. Just when it was getting good, he 
started another rhythm and my orgasm slipped out of reach 
until he let it build all over again. 


The intensity was insane. All | could do was writhe against 
the sheets and beg him for more. 


"Yes, Roman, please. Just like that-" 


Right when | thought I couldn't take any more, he pulled 
away, sitting back on his haunches. 


| stared at him, panting hard, eyes wide with disbelief. "What 
- why are you stopping?" 


Roman laughed. "You like that?" 


"You have to ask?" 


He grinned, and | looked down to watch him stroke his cock 
with a few lazy pumps of his fist. "Then you are going to love 
this." 


He locked eyes with me and I couldn't have moved if | 
wanted to as he spread my legs wider and settled himself 
between my thighs. There wasn't a single part of me that 
wanted to be anywhere else. 


His fat, blunt cockhead pressed against my leaking pussy 
and | gasped as he pushed in to breach me for the very first 
time. | let out a heated groan, wrapping my arms around his 
neck and my legs around his hips to force him deeper inside. 


He was going so slowly that my body was prickling with 
sweat as the slow flush of impossible heat took over every 
inch of my skin. | could feel every millimeter he pushed 
inside me, his length rubbing perfectly against me, and | 
couldn't believe how good it felt. 


"Oh, Roman!" 


My body was made for his. His cock had to have been 
molded to fit right in me. | was shuddering with pleasure 
even more he started moving and when he pistoned his hips 
and forced even deeper into me I couldn't stop myself from 
crying out. 


Skin to skin was so supernaturally good. | never wanted 
there to be anything between us ever again. It only took a 


few more well-angled thrusts, with him bottoming out deep 
inside me for my whole body to start to shudder and 
convulse. My eyes rolled back as I shattered and everything 
went black as the strength slipped out of me entirely. | could 
barely remember how to breathe, and then he was rocking 
into me, drawing me back to him and | felt his cock twitch as 
his seed spilled inside me and saw his face crumpled into 
pleasure. 


| had my hands all over the lines on his face, tracing the 
path of his orgasm going through him like a hurricane, 
showering him with a thousand kisses as my pussy clenched 
tightly around him. 


He was mine, and this was perfect. "God, | want to do that 
every day of my life." 


Roman groaned softly, letting himself half slump down on 
top of me, though he was still holding most of his weight off 
me with his muscled arms. | couldn't get over how blissed- 
out he looked and that | was the cause of it. 


"I like the sound of that." 


| leaned up when he kissed me all indulgent and slow, 
running my fingers through his hair. If being with him was 
just a dream, then | never wanted to wake up. 


CHAPTER 18 


Chloe 


The mattress in the cabin wasn't the most comfortable, but | 
didn't remotely care. | still couldn't get over the idea that I'd 
just slept with Roman and he was lying here next to me, 
tracing his fingers over my bare skin. 


| had to be dreaming. No way was this reality. 


But there was a distinctive rap on the boat, and | heard a 
shout come down to us. 


"Ahoy there! Anyone aboard?" 


"Shit. What time is it?" | sat up, grabbing for my clothes, 
trying to pull on my underwear before whoever was above 
deck came poking around. 


Roman looked less than concerned. "It is a little after one. 
You want me to tell him to go away?" 


| grimaced. "No. It'll be the guys I'm supposed to take out 
fishing." 


Roman's expression darkened and his eyebrows blurred 
together. "I will tell him there has been a change of plan." 


| hopped about, pulling my shorts on and fastening my fly, 
frantically smoothing down my hair once I'd pulled my bar 
and shirt on. "You can't do that. We need the money. | just 
sunk a whole bunch of cash on all the beer they're going to 
drink and that's just for starters." 


Roman looked non-plussed. "Your father has just been 
injured. | think he would understand." 


"No, he wouldn't. He'd leave some shitty review on one of 
those sites and our reputation would go downhill so fast you 
wouldn't believe." 


Roman grumbled. "Fine." He pulled his boxers on, climbing 
back into his pants and then slung his shirt over his 
shoulder. 


There was nothing at all | could do to control the way my 
mouth went dry at the sight of him wandering through the 
cabin with his shirt open. Shit. | had to get control over 
myself or there was no way | was going to make it through 
taking a whole boat load of men out for the afternoon. 


"Coming!" | yelled over my shoulder, hoping the client hung 
around long enough for me to get up there. Then | turned 
back to Roman. 


"You want to come? It's only going to be a couple hours. And 
then we can swing by this spot that's good for snorkeling." 


Roman smile curled in. "Snorkeling?" 


"Yeah. I'll let you wear the captain's hat and everything." | 
plucked it up off the side, where my Dad kept it, and 
plonked it down on Roman's head and damn, it suited him. 


"And the alternative... is to let you go out to sea with... how 
many men, and how many crates of beer?" 


| rolled my eyes. "They're here for the fishing." 


"Still. | think it is best that they know the fish are the only 
thing available to be caught." 


| nudged against him as we went up the steps to the deck, 
glad that he was going to stay, even if he was being 
ridiculous. 


Up on deck, | recognized one of Dad's regulars who liked to 
bring his clients out to catch the big fish. 


"Hey, Martin, right? Good to see you again. This is Roman. 
We are gonna be running the trip today. Dad's laid up with a 
bad knee, so" 


"Oh shit, I'm so sorry to hear that. Hey, that's no problem. 
Just as long as you take us out where we usually go, and you 
got the rods and the bait and the beer, we're all good." 


| nodded. "Absolutely. We're all sorted. Don't worry about 
that." 


Next to me, | felt Roman loom in, and his arm snaked around 
my waist as he forced a handshake on Martin. "Good to meet 
you." 


Martin swallowed, looking a little rattled and | realized that 
Roman was turning his fingers white with the strength of his 
grip. | elbowed him in the ribs, letting out a stunted laugh. 
"Honey, can you get that last crate of beer?" 


Martin's eyes widened slightly and he shook his hand about 
in the air, no doubt trying to get the feeling back in his 
fingers. Damn it, | hadn't realized that Roman could be so 
feral and | really didn't need him to ruin this for me. | had to 
make this work. The business could not go under on my 
watch. 


"Wow. He's your um... You're together, huh? | thought he was 
maybe your Dad's friend or something." He shook his head 
like he was trying to process it and something in my chest 
clenched painfully. 


My smile slipped. For the first time | realized how ridiculous 
it probably looked to someone like Martin, seeing the two of 
us together. | hadn't thought the age difference was so 
noticeable, but | guess it had to be. 


"| guess he's one of those rich Russian guys, right. Clever 
girl. You're all set up." He winked at me and | wanted to 
punch him. 


"It's not like that." 


"Sure it isn't sweetheart. You don't have to justify yourself to 
me." 


| swallowed hard. Just like | did just before every other time 
I'd done something stupid enough to get my ass fired, | felt 
my blood start to boil. | was clenching my teeth so hard my 
jaw hurt. 


How dare he say that to me? He didn't know the first thing 
about me and he didn't know anything at all about Roman. 


| turned away to grab the invoice | already had waiting with 
a pen clipped to the top and took a minute to steady my 
breathing. Was that what everyone was going to think 
whenever they saw us together? That either | was out for all 
that | could get or that Roman was some kind of sleaze ball? 


The words on the page were starting to get blurry and | 
realized | was way too close to tears. 


Roman came up the ramp again, setting the final crate of 
beer on top of the others and the bottles all chinked against 
each other. | took a deep breath and turned around. 


"I'm sorry Mr Kingley, I've just realized I'm not going to be 
able to run the trip for you this afternoon." 


"What? What do you mean? You just said everything was 
ready to go." 


"And then you called me a gold digging whore. So, things 
changed." 


He looked at me like I'd just slapped him and then made the 
mistake of raising a finger in my face. "This is a mistake, 
little lady. Your father is going to hear about this, and he is 
not going to be pleased about losing a customer." 


"| don't care. You're not welcome on this boat and | want you 
off it, right now." 


Roman grabbed Martin's hand and | heard his finger crunch 
before he shoved it back at him. 


"You don't speak to a lady like that. You heard her. Get lost, 
before | make you." 


The guy practically wet himself and | didn't breath again 
until he was just an angry silhouette on the edge of the 
dock, making calls on his cell phone to try and hustle some 
other idiot to take a last minute booking. Or probably to 
cancel with whatever client he was trying to schmoose. 


Roman looked at me. "I thought you needed to run this trip." 


| let my eyes closed, feeling the weight of my reaction sink 
in and | groaned. "I did." 


"What happened?" 


"He said you were too old for me. Made out like | was... | 
don't know. Playing you." 


Roman grinned and he stepped in close, pulling me against 
his chest and folding his arms around me. | felt myself relax 
as he ducked his head and | felt his breath against my hair. 


“How much does it cost to charter this boat? | want to take a 
trip. Today. Right now. | will pay double for you to cancel 
anything else you have lined up. | am a very particular 
client. You can ask anybody. | always get what | want when | 
want it. And | can make sure you have a hundred 
recommendations from my friends to bury whatever that 
idiot writes." 


The adrenaline was starting to fade, leaving my muscles 
shaky and | looked up at Roman, completely awed that he 
would do that for me. 


"What?" He asked, as if everything he'd just said was 
entirely reasonable. "I know you are not playing me, Chloe. 
You have run away from me twice already. And then you let 
me make you a woman. I know you didn't do that lightly. I'm 
already in love with you. You are perfect. And he is an idiot. 
If you want, | can make a few calls and his business will... 
come into some problems." 


My eyes widened. "Oh my God, you're serious." 


"Of course." 


| laughed. "No. Okay, don't do that. He's gone, and you've 
just made me a stupid offer. And told me you love me. Even 
though you can't possibly know that yet. Let's just... Let's 
take the boat out." 


Maybe | was a coward, but | didn't know what to say. | 
wanted to believe him, but Destiny was right. | could be too 
trusting, too willing to believe that everyone was well 
meaning and nice. Could | really trust that a guy who could 
have everything and anyone he wanted, thought that | was 
all that? 


He let out a short breath, as though | frustrated him more 
than he knew what to do with. And | could sympathize with 
that. But then he nodded. "Of course. It is what I'm paying 
you for, no?" 


| narrowed my eyes at him, but there wasn't a single part of 
me that was close to being mad. | already knew he was 
teasing me. "Oh look at you, you're real funny." 


CHAPTER 19 


Roman 


Following Chloe's instructions, | untied the boat from her 
moorings and pulled the buoys over the side while she 
pulled us away from the jetty. 


It was a good thing Chloe had told that Martin guy to leave 
because it would have been unfortunate if she had told me 
what he said while we were all in the middle of the ocean. 
There would have definitely been some kind of accident 
involving him losing his footing and ending up in the water. 


And | would have done my best to make sure we did not 
circle around to pick him up again. 


| didn't want anyone to ever make Chloe feel bad about 
being with me. No one was going to get away with that 
again. Least of all opinionated shitheads like him who were 
clearly jealous she paid them no attention. 


| settled my arms around her shoulders as she took the 
helm, steering the boat from the large wheel in the center of 
the deck and Chloe leaned back against me. 


| loved the way she fit there like she was made to be there 
and | loved it even more when she looked up at me with a 


smile on her face as she steered us out of the marina to the 
open ocean. 


| felt her breathing settle, and mine calmed too. When | was 
with her, nothing else seemed to matter. This afternoon was 
going to be amazing. It was exactly what we needed after all 
the time we'd spent circling around each other while | was 
gone. 


"Where are we headed?" | asked her. 
"Down the coast. You'll see." 


| laughed. It wasn't often that someone tried to surprise me, 
but almost everything Chloe did was unexpected and | 
couldn't get enough of it. | loved the glint in her eye when 
she took control. "Okay, you're in charge." 


| took the captain's hat she'd given me off my head and 
plucked her worn ball cap off hers, swapping them over. 


She grinned and | knew | would have given her the world if | 
could have. Maybe we hardly knew each other, but there 
was something undeniable about our connection. 


“Damn right | am. You better believe it." 


No wonder my dogs got on with her as well as they did. She 
was firm but fun and | found myself wanting to listen to her, 
to see exactly where she was going to take us. 


Maybe it would be a bumpy ride, but | was prepared for that. 
I'd already decided that she was worth it. 


Chloe 


Two and a half hours down the coast at an easy cruising 
speed and we were coming up on Key Largo and the John 
Pennekamp Coral Reef State Park. On our right we were 
passing North Largo, where the crocodiles hung out in the 
strip of wetland botanical land. 


The sun was catching the water just perfectly and Roman 
had cracked us open another couple of beers. We'd been 
taking turns at the helm, swapping kisses back and forth 
and taking in the view of the coastline as we motored past 
the civilization of Miami Beach and the coastline became 
more rugged and natural through Biscayne National Park. 


| hugged the coast as much as possible, slowing down to let 
us take in the view through the low lying trees, to spot the 
wildlife. Roman sat looking over the edge, the sunlight and 
the water reflecting off the lenses of his sunglasses. 


Maybe this wasn't his version of Florida, but it was mine and 
so far he seemed to like it. 


It brought me back to when I was a kid and | used to watch 
Mom and Dad doing the same kind of thing while they 
ferried us out to the Keys, and it made me feel at peace to 
be out on the water with Roman like this. 


"Next time we should bring the dogs." 


Roman took another swig of his beer. "Absolutely. | think 
they would enjoy this." 


"You're not getting bored?" Maybe all he wanted was the 
next party and the next photo opportunity so he could keep 
his status as an A List Bachelor firmly in the media interest 
ahead of how he made his money. Maybe he was just like 
Martin's clients and only liked going out on the ocean when 
he was going game fishing. 


He looked over at me, pulling his sunglasses down and he 
gave me a long look. "No. Who could be bored by this? | love 
to come out here." 


My heart swelled like it wasn't big enough to contain 
everything that | was feeling and | couldn't wipe the grin off 
my face. This was dangerous. | was already in head over 
heels. 


"It's beautiful isn't it?" 


He turned to face me fully, leaning his elbows on his knees 
and looking directly at me. "Very beautiful." 


| flushed, because suddenly it really didn't feel like he was 
talking about the same view | was. 


Just as we were coming into line with the start of Key Largo, | 
turned us out towards the line of cresting waves where the 
reef started. | knew the area well and it was easy enough to 
pick a path through the rocks through the shallow water 
without catching the propeller on the ocean floor. 


| dropped anchor where the water was clear turquoise and it 
could dig into the pale sand without causing any damage. 
We were right by the darker patches of water where the 
coral and seaweed grouped over the rocks and | knew that 
was where we'd find the reef fish. 


Without scuba diving gear, we had to stick to where the reef 
was closest to the surface, but | didn't mind that. | killed the 
engine and ducked into the cabin to pull out the box of 
flippers and masks Dad kept on board. 


| had a bikini in my bag below deck too, like | always did, 
because you never knew when you were going to geta 
chance to go swimming and | never liked to waste an 
opportunity and | wasted no time shimmying into it. 


| already knew which pair of flippers fit me best and | came 
back out on deck with the rest. 


Roman picked out the largest pair and held them up. "You 
think these will fit?" 


| looked from his feet to the black rubber pair of fins and 
laughed as | tried to gauge the size. "I reckon so. Just about." 


It was a close run thing. His feet were just as huge as the 
rest of him. 


Without hesitation, Roman stripped off his shirt and undid 
his pants, letting them fall to the deck so he was standing 
there in his boxers. | felt my throat bob as | gulped and | had 
to look away to stop myself from doing something 
embarrassing. 


If we were together now, | really had to learn how to pull 
myself together. | couldn't go around melting into a puddle 
of goo every time he took his shirt off, this was Florida for 
crying out loud. And after today | didn't think | could 
pretend we were anything less that together. 


"Just so you know, I'm not wearing loaner swim shorts." 


| laughed, feeling the blush rise in my cheeks even higher. 
"Fair enough." 


| grabbed one of the better masks and snorkels out of the 
plastic crate and tossed it over to him. Roman caught it one 
handed, barely trying. "All the masks are decent at least." 


We climbed off the ladder at the back of the boat and pulled 
our fins on in the water, the both of us floating awkwardly 
until we had them on. I had a small buoy on a string 
attached to my wrist so that we were more obvious when we 
were under water. 


| pulled my mask on and beckoned for Roman to follow me 
as | put my snorkel in and ducked under the water. 


At first my breathing sounded overly loud, but | knew it 
would only be a few minutes before | got used to the sound 
of it against the tube and relaxed into it, like it was all just 
white noise. This was my happy place. 


| loved to snorkel. As soon as you put your face down and 
your head under the water as far as the breathing tube let 
you, you were in a whole other world with the waves lapping 
at you and the currents pulling you here and there. I'd learnt 
to hold my breath to duck down deeper, and blow the water 
out of the top of the tube when | came back up to the 
surface, like a whale. 


All these schools of fish, darting around each other without 
any care for who you were at all made me remember that 
there was so much more to life than just my problems. | 
loved trying to stay as still as possible and only move with 
the waves, avoiding splashing my flippers so | could get as 
close as possible, worming my way around the rocks like 
some kind of dolphin or seal. 


| loved seeing the fish play, the little silver ones tipped with 
bright yellow and blue and the ones with dark black thumb 
prints on their sides and little funny noses. | loved how the 
time passed so much more slowly, and at the same time it 
could stretch for hours. 


| always had to remind myself to look up to check how far 
we'd come from the boat. | could have explored the reef for 
hours and it was so much better with Roman. 


He was really good at swimming into the difficult spots and 
finding the most interesting fish. He always beckoned me 
over and pointed to show me what he'd seen and we spent 
the afternoon miming the different characteristics of the 
funnier looking fish back and forth, using only our hands. 


Right before we came in, we saw a ray scooting along the 
bottom of the sand, like it was flying. And in the distance 
there was a turtle, but it was going too fast for us to catch 


up. 


When we finally got too cold to keep on going, we threw our 
flippers up onto the deck and climbed the ladder again. 


Shivering, | fetches us towels, and Roman peeled the mask 
off my head, dropping it to the floor, and then pulled at the 
strings of my bikini. The two bows at my hips fell away, and 
it dropped off me and then he went for the knot at the back 
of my neck, revealing my pert, goose-pimpled breasts. 


Roman pulled me in closer to him, ducking to kiss me, and 
the heat of his already hard cock took me by surprise 
against my belly. | was going to have to get used to the fact 
that this man didn't seem able to get enough of me. 


That was fine by me. | couldn't ever see myself getting 
enough of him either. 


“There's a shower below deck. We should get the salt water 
off." 


Roman nodded wordlessly, tracing his hands down over my 
hips and the swell of my ass. "I think that is a good idea." 


CHAPTER 20 


Roman 


The sun was setting when we came back out on deck from 
the cabin and Chloe let out a breath, unable to hide her 
smile. She had her hair down and brushed through, still wet 
from the shower we'd taken and she had a thin shirt on over 
her tank top against the cooler night air that would be 
coming in. She looked so much more relaxed than she had 
this morning. 


“Were you hoping to get back to Sunny Isles tonight?” | 
asked her. 


She looked across at me, and nudged in against my arm. "| 
don't know. Dad's all on his own. | probably should. But we 
definitely need to eat first." 


"Yes, that sounds like a plan. | will buy you dinner and then 
we will see whether we want to go back tonight. You can 
always call your father to let him know where you are." 


Going back in the dark didn't faze me. | could see the boat 
was fitted for every eventuality. Up to date with the right 
lights and sonar trackers. There was nothing the coast guard 
could complain about. 


But at the same time, | didn't mind having to put off my 
morning meetings for the next day because we were still 
floating just off Key Largo. | could think of far worse ways to 
wake up than next to Chloe on this boat. Maybe we could 
stay marooned for the rest of the week and learn every inch 
of each other's bodies. That would suit me just fine. 


"I know a place," she said, with a twinkle in her eye. 


We pulled the anchor in and Chloe ferried us a little further 
down the coast. The lights of Key Largo were starting to 
make the coastline glint in the twilight. She knew exactly 
where we were going when she pulled us into the jetty of a 
place called Snappers. 


There weren't so many spaces for boat parking, but | guess 
we were off season and mid week; we didn't have any 
competition in getting a mooring. 


Chloe looped our hands together and she pulled me along 
the jetty towards the main building. There was a restaurant 
inside that spilled out onto a deck, but it was the tiki bar 
that she led me to. It was a long time since I'd been to a 
place like this. Full of locals rather than people who wanted 
to spend as much money as they could on imported 
champagne and steak and oysters. 


“Sometimes they have music," she said, grin brimming out. | 
couldn't help but match her smile. Maybe this was slumming 
it, but with Chloe, | didn't care. 


She got us a table under an umbrella, looking out across the 
sea and | glanced down at the menu, relieved to see that the 
place appeared to serve decent food at the very least, even 
if it was by no means exclusive. 


"What's good?" 


"I usually get the shrimp tacos. They have key lime cilantro 
sauce. It's pretty good." 


| let my eyes drift past the Moscow Oysters, which | really 
wasn't sure had anything at all to do with the city of my 
birth, but | wasn't going to quiz them on it, and scanned 
down to the fish. 


The place made sense for somewhere to bring fishing trips. 
They advertised that they would cook your catch for you in 
whichever sauce you chose. The idea was a good one. | 
would have to remember it, | knew a dozen friends and 
Bratva colleagues who would love that and | planned to 
recommend fishing trips on Chloe's father's boat as soon as 
he recovered, so he didn't have to deal with assholes like the 
character Chloe had had to deal with. 


"You don't want to get the lobster? | know a place in Miami 
that does the best tacos this side of Mexico. | will take you. 
Soon." 


| saw Chloe hesitate, and | couldn't stop my grin. | could see 
from the way her eyes flicked down to the menu that she 


was thinking about the price. | never wanted her to have to 
think about that again. "| am having the lobster. Perhaps the 
Surf and Turf. | reckon it will be good here, no?" 


"| guess it is," she said at last and she met my eyes with a 
soft sigh and a slightly bashful smile. "But | still want the 
shrimp tacos." She leaned in, her arms folded on the table 
top and her eyes sparkling with her smile. "They're really 
good. Especially with the margaritas." 


| laughed, loving that she would rather have what she knew 
she liked than some supposed delicacy. It was refreshing 
that she didn't care enough about what anybody thought to 
change. | loved that about her. What was the point in 
spending all the money in the world if you only bought 
things that you thought that you should have to make you 
look good, rather than what you liked? "Good. | want you to 
have what you want. Always." 


"That | like the sound of." 


| had a couple of beers to Chloe's cocktail and when the food 
came out it all smelled amazing. Whoever was working the 
grill Knew exactly what they were doing and everything was 
perfectly done. | liked that nobody was peering over at our 
table because they thought they knew who I was. We'd 
come in without any fuss, and no one in here was making 
any. 


It had been a long time since I'd sat down in a place to have 
a meal and been treated like anybody else coming in off the 
street. Or off a boat, as it happened. I'd worked hard to make 
sure | was somebody to pay attention to, but here with 
Chloe, we could have been anybody at all. It was refreshing 
to have real privacy and | realized it was exactly what | 
wanted when it came to her. 


Another day, | would enjoy showing her off to anybody who 
cared to see her. And no doubt, the magazines would be full 
of pictures of the pair of us together and all the journalists 
would start to speculate about who she was, and | would 
have to make sure Igor kept them all at bay. But for now, 
there was none of that to deal with. It was just the two of us. 


Chloe portioned off a bite of her taco for me to try and | 
speared a chunk of lobster on the end of my fork to feed her 
a taste. 


Laughing, she leaned forwards, opening her mouth like a 
baby bird ready to take what | was giving her. 


She was right. The shrimp tacos were good. And nothing 
could beat fresh key lime. 


| liked sharing things with her like this. | wanted to share 
everything | liked and everything she liked too. | wanted my 
world to be her world. It was as simple as that, and today, 
motoring away from all my other responsibilities, it felt like it 
really could be. 


After all, Maxim had done it. He had found a woman that he 
wanted to bring into our world. Maybe Chloe would be to me 
what Elizabeth was to him. 


CHAPTER 21 


Chloe 


Dizzy with excitement at telling my best friend my news, | 
barely remembered our iced coffee order on my way over to 
the park. The last few days had been crazy and | couldn't 
wait to fill her in on everything that had happened. 


For the first time in my life it felt like things were starting to 
go right, and that for once, | was maybe in charge of my own 
success. Not least of all in the love department. 


| was meeting Destiny by the playground where she was 
taking the latest kid, who was the big brother of a new baby, 
to let off a bit of steam. She pulled me into a hug as soon as 
she saw me, smiling the same as usual, but | could tell she 
wasn't quite her usual happy self. 


"Hey! How's it going.” 


"Good. Is that coffee? Now, it's going great. You're a 
lifesaver, Chlo." 


We sat down on the bench overlooking the swings. 
"Seriously, what's up? You look exhausted." 


She shrugged. "Let's just say Alexei was my dream baby and 
this kid is like his polar opposite. He's really pissed about 
getting a baby sister. It's like, endless tantrums. And I mean, 
| get it. His parents are totally wrapped up in the new baby 
and he thinks they don't love him any more or something 
ridiculous, but it's so hard, you don't even know." 


| wrinkled my nose, letting out a sympathetic sound. "Which 
one is he?" 


“The maniac on the jungle gym." 


| looked over and saw one particularly hyper child going at it 
with scary fierce determination. "Wow. He looks like a 
handful." 


"Yu huh. Just a bit." 
"| bet you're amazing with him though." 


She smiled and | could see her start to thaw out a little. 
“Thanks Chloe. Anyway, what's the big news?" 


To stop myself from tripping over my own words | took a long 
sip of my iced mocha and let out a slow breath. "Well. You 
know | said | kissed Roman by mistake?" 


"Yeah..?" 


"Well... He kinda came to find me when he got back from his 
trip. And it definitely was not a mistake when he kissed me 


this time." 


Destiny let out a high pitched shriek. "Oh my God, 
seriously?" 


| nodded, grin beaming out because | couldn't stop it. 
"Seriously. And he sorta threatened this guy who was trying 
to boss me around, and then we kinda... Well. | am very 
much not a virgin any more." 


Destiny's eyebrows pitched up high on her forehead. "Oh my 
God. Shit Chloe, this is huge. Are you sure he's not fooling 
around?" 


| frowned at her. "Of course he's not fooling around. You 
should have been there, Desta. We have this insane 
chemistry and... | don't know, | Know it's crazy but it just felt 
right. And then we took the boat out to Key Largo, and it was 
so romantic." 


"Okay, stop, you're killing me. | don't even have anyone who 
wants to take me for coffee apart from you." 


| wrinkled my nose. "Yeah, because all you do is work for 
happily married people with new babies and you're always 
the one stuck in on date night." 


She let out a sigh. "Yeah well, after this, maybe | need to 
take a break from childcare for a bit." 


"What? But you love taking care of kids!" 


Destiny shrugged. "Maybe. But... what if | only thought | did, 
and really all this is me wanting babies of my own? | don't 
know Chloe. I'm just... stressed out | guess. | had it pretty 
easy with Alexei." 


| pressed my lips together, unsure what to say. Destiny had 
always been the one with a plan, the one who had 
everything set out. It was totally weird for me to see her 
faltering. But | could definitely understand what she was 
saying. 


"Well... if it is that, then you'll figure it out. | mean, you've 
got so many clients you could employ another person and 
take a step back, have some actual date nights to yourself 
for a change." 


She looked at me and took a long sip of her coffee and her 
smile curled in again. "This is why I love you Chloe, you 
never see the problems." 


| rolled my eyes. "Yeah yeah. It's not like that usually gets 
me very far." 


Desta shrugged. "I dunno. Maybe it's better. | mean, you're 
not worried about whether Roman's tangled up in some 
seriously illegal stuff, you're just... enjoying being with him." 


| swallowed sharply. "You think he is?" 


She looked at me, eyes wider than they were a minute 
before. "I mean... | have no idea, but he has a lot of money. 
And a lot of Russian friends even though half of the people 
wealthy enough to come over here can't do that anymore, 
because the President won't let them. | dunno... he's 
definitely well connected, at least." 


We'd joked about it, sure. And on the boat, he certainly 
knew how to throw his weight around. He met me at the 
elevator door with his security guy holding a gun to my 
head. But rich guys were paranoid, right? | mean, for all | 
knew they all had armed guards. 


| took another sip of my iced mocha, still frowning. "If he 
really is part of the mafia and | get involved with him, does 
that make me part of the mafia too?" | didn't know how | felt 
about that. 


Destiny shrugged. "I don't know. | guess so. Maybe." 
"What if it gets dangerous?" 


My best friend nudged my shoulder. "Oh Chloe, | didn't 
mean to make you worried. Look, he's been sending clients 
my way a couple of years now. And he's really high profile in 
Miami. He can't be doing anything that bad, otherwise he'd 
be keeping a low profile, right? | mean, if there was anything 
anyone could get on him, they'd have done it by now. From 
what | understand about it, he's just really good at making 
people money. That's not exactly illegal." 


"I guess not." So how come | still felt unsettled? My good 
news didn't feel so great any longer. Destiny clearly thought 
he was some kind of Russian Mafia King Pin, but all | really 
Saw was that he was a good guy. 


| could feel her staring at the side of my head. "He's not a 
thug, Chloe. I've met a whole bunch of guys doing this who’s 
wives are terrified of them and they're all covered in tattoos 
and flashing expensive watches and wearing guns around 
the house and they barely speak any English at all. He's not 
that kind of guy." 


"I know he's not. If he was a bully his dogs wouldn't be like 
they are. And they're soft as anything." 


"So there you go. You've got yourself some kind of mythical 
gentleman billionaire, and I'm going to seethe with jealousy 
for the rest of my days." 


She laughed, but I only just managed a smile. "Shit, Desta, 
you didn't like him did you?" 


"Oh, no. | didn't mean that! | bet he's great for you, and | 

can see you're in deep, but there was never any chemistry 
between me and him. All strictly business. He's great to work 
for. But." She scrunched up her nose. "Let's just say | don't 
see what you see." 


It was my turn to laugh and I shook my head, feeling much 
better about everything. "So, you don't like attractive 


billionaires with a great sense of humor and a protective 
streak." 


Her smile glinted. "Uh. Hell no. Hate that kind of guy." She 
shook her head. "I don't know. | guess I'm waiting for the 
thunderbolt. You should be pleased. If he was my kind of guy 
it could have been a done deal before you even met him." 


"Mn-nh." | shook my head. "Hate to break it to you Desta. 
You're not his type." 


"Oh yeah?" 


"Afraid so. He likes his women to be klutzy disasters. You're 
just way to together. It would never have worked." 


She laughed and | started giggling too. The pair of us lolled 
back against the bench, letting the sides of our heads rest 
against each others' as we stared off towards the jungle 


gym. 
"That kid has way too much energy." 


"Tell me about it." 


CHAPTER 22 


Roman 


Whether | wanted it to or not, my obligations to the Bratva 
didn't stop just because | wanted to spend all my time with 
Chloe. 


Valentin's weekly call was something | would have rather 
put off, but that wasn't an option. After the fiasco with the 
Swiss banker | was keen to make sure no one came to 
understand our business operations before they had been 
fully cleared and their loyalty was unquestionable. As much 
as | wanted to tell Chloe everything, | knew that for her own 
Safety, it was better she was kept in the dark about the 
specifics of my business relationship with the Bratva. 


Whatever she thought she knew about me was one thing, 
she didn't need to know details. 


She was out on the terrace by the pool with the dogs when | 
emerged from my video call with Moscow and | pulled up a 
lounger next to hers. | was getting used to having her 
around. Whenever she had free time from work, she spent it 
with me. | was loving having her here. It felt like the place | 
lived was truly a home for the first time since I'd moved in. 


She made an irritated face when | leaned in to steal a sip of 
her drink and then laughed when | grimaced at the overload 
of sugar. 


"Serve you right." 
"This is bad for you." 


Chloe rolled her eyes, but her smile was affectionate. "Are 
you done with work for the day? | was thinking we could 
take the dogs to the beach, maybe do a sunset swim." 


| stretched out beside her, pillowing my arm under my head 
as | let my eyes rove over her. | was never going to get 
enough of seeing her. Every new piece of clothing | saw her 
in gave me a new way to appreciate her body and | very 
much approved of this plunging bikini. 


Eventually, | wanted her to have all the very best and most 
expensive clothes, in all the styles that she could imagine. 
But | loved seeing her comfortable in her own things. They 
suited her in a way that things | picked out to look a certain 
way never could. 


"I have to leave this evening." 


Chloe's frown drew in and her lower lip sagged slightly, but 
almost as soon as it had come in, she cleared the expression 
from her face. "Oh. Okay." 


"I want you to come with me." 


Her smile brightened all of a sudden and her eyes flashed 
back to mine. "Really?" But | could see the cogs turning, 
knitting her brows together and stealing her smile, because 
she had work obligations and she wasn't that free. She had 
fishing trips to run to keep her father's business afloat. 


"I can ask some of my boat crew to cover your father's 
charter trips." 


She pursed her lips. "I can't afford to pay them." 


"But | can. And | think it is worth the cost if it means | get to 
spend more time with you, no?" 


Chloe rolled her eyes, but | could see her smile stealing in 
again, brightening her face. "You're ridiculous. Okay. Where 
are we going?" 


"It is not so exciting. But it is a nice hotel. | have to meet 
some gentlemen for golf in the morning." 


Chloe made a face. "Do you even like golf?" 


"No. Not in the slightest." | could appreciate the skill it took, 
the fact that the small ball could only be mastered once you 
had mastered your own frustrations. That hitting it harder 
did nothing at all unless your technique was flawless. It was 
a battle with your own psyche as much as anything. But that 


could all be worked out at a driving range with far less time 
wasted. 


Playing golf with men in expensive suits tied to the 
President was only fun when it was the only thing on my 
agenda. 


A full golf course was a large commitment of time spent with 
a group of men, entirely to talk business that could not be 
formally discussed in a meeting room. | did not care about 
improving my handicap. | would rather have dealt with the 
kind of men who required large sums of untraceable money 
in return for favors without such theatrics. In Russia, money 
swapped hands without such dramatics. 


"Well | guess | better come along and distract you." 


| reached out, tucking a stray strand of her hair behind her 
ear. "That is exactly what | had in mind." 


Chloe's smile widened out and she sat up, knees knocking 
against mine for a moment before she stretched over, 
standing up to straddle my thighs and sink into my lap, 
kissing me. | pulled her in with a hand firm against the small 
of her back, my other hand dipping down for a fleshy 
handful of her ass. 


It never took more than the barest scent of her, the slightest 
look that told me she was thinking about what I'd done to 
her, what we'd done together, to get me achingly hard. She 


turned me into a teenager, around her | was sporting wood 
all over the place. But | had no complaints at all. 


| couldn't tell whether it was her libido goading mine on, or 
whether we were just perfectly matched. All the same, she 
made me feel like a sex god. 


She let out a little groan as | pulled her against me, shifting 
back against the lounger to drag her down on top of me, and 
she peeled back from kissing me, breathless and laughing. 


"Stop. | Know you. We won't leave if you start that. And then 
you'll be in trouble." 


She was right, but that didn't mean | liked it. Since I'd come 
to America I'd gotten used to getting exactly what | wanted 
exactly when I wanted it, and | wasn't at all sure about 
delayed gratification. 


"| could still get there in time for tomorrow." 


“But then | wouldn't get to make use of the fancy hotel 
room, would |?" 


| grumbled, listening less to what she was saying than | 
might have been had she not been squirming around so 
deliciously in my lap. 


| let my hands circle her waist, tracing the top hem of her 
bikini bottoms and she caught the spill of her lower lip with 


her perfectly pearly white teeth. | could have gone diving 
and never found anything more beautiful. 


“Roman... You promised me I could come with you." 


| let out a huff of frustration, standing up so that | wouldn't 
be tempted to peel her bathing suit the rest of the way off 
and slip into the pool with her. | had to walk like John Wayne 
to get back inside with the zipper of my pants imprinting 
itself on my cock. | was as hard as diamond. | could have 
etched her initials into the hurricane glass | was so hard for 
her and | was learning that was nothing unusual. When it 
came to Chloe, | was always going to want to have her. The 
urgency was never going to fade. 


"Come inside. Pack a bag. The sooner we leave, the sooner 
we get there, and then I can have you any way | want." 


"So bossy, Roman." 
"Just the way you like it." 


Her smile curled and she shook her head, letting out a small, 
indignant huff, but both of us knew the truth. She would do 
anything for me. And | would do anything for her. 


CHAPTER 23 


Chloe 


Roman met me in the room downstairs that overlooked the 
private garage. | knew he had a lot of cars, but I'd never 
really paid them all that much attention. After all, they 
weren't mine to drive. Seeing them all lined up and 
Sparkling was pretty impressive though. 


"Which one do you want to take?" 


| felt my eyebrows dart up and | looked from him over to the 
array of cars on display. He had pimped out SUVs and the 
kind of cars that looked like they came with armor plating 
and a chauffeur, but there were also at least half a dozen 
sports cars that | couldn't identify from looking at, without 
squinting at the model names, other than that they clearly 
went fast and cost probably about as much as my house or 
more. 


"Um? The silver one." | figured there was no wrong choice. 
They all belonged to Roman, which meant he owned them 
for a reason. | didn't think he was going to bother by 
keeping anything he didn't love. 


His smile curled in like a shadow on his face and | scrunched 
up my nose at him. "The Maserati." 


"Sure." 
"Good choice." 


| shrugged. "I like the way it looks. Don't start with me. If | 
was choosing puppies, you know it would be a different 
matter." 


"You are adorable." 


| narrowed my eyes at him and he beeped the glass garage 
door open with his keys. Before | could tell him off for being 
patronizing, he'd opened the tiny trunk so he could sling our 
bags inside and then he walked around the front of the car 
and opened the passenger door for me. 


It was seriously low down to the ground, and I'd swapped my 
usual sliders for heels, which meant | was very glad for the 
offer of his arm getting down into it. 


"This is the MC12," he told me as | strapped myself in. | 
pulled the passenger vanity down and checked my lipstick 
hadn't already smudged. If we were going to some swanky 
hotel, | wanted to show up looking classy, not like Roman 
was paying me to be there. 


The brand new handbag perched on my lap was going to 
help the impression along. The last thing | wanted to do was 
show him up. 


"Uh huh," | said. But it meant nothing to me. To me, cars 
either got you where you needed to go, or they broke down 
a lot. Mine tended to belong to the latter category. After 
that, | was mostly concerned with whether the AC actually 
worked, followed by whether it had a soft top and most 
importantly, how much it was going to cost me to fill it up. 


| didn't even want to think about how quickly this thing ate 
through gas with a careful driver, let alone with Roman 
behind the wheel. Luckily, | didn't have to. Money was no 
object to him, and that was such an alien state of being to 
me. 


Roman rolled his eyes. "It goes very fast and it's very loud. 
And very expensive." 


| shrugged like that really was all that | understood about it, 
making a poor attempt at hiding my smile. "Well, that's what 
it looks like to me." Maybe I wasn't going to admit it to him, 
but I liked all of Roman's flashy toys. | liked being seen with 
him and having everyone know that it was me he was 
spending his time with. That | was the one he was showing 
off to. 


And | loved that, whether or not I really cared about cars or 
his watches, or whatever else he'd decided to spend his 
money on just because he could. 


Maybe at some point the elevator going up and down with 
the car in it would get old, but | hadn't gotten to that point 


yet, and it was still a novelty to me when we reached ground 
level and waited for the mechanics to disconnect and 
release our car out into the underground garage. 


Inside, the car sounded like a caged tiger and | found myself 
more stirred than | ever thought I could be by a bunch of 
metal and gears. The vibrations of the engine were working 
up through me and | felt the same thrill of excitement | got 
when I looked at Roman. It was all power and danger with a 
sheen of refinement over the top and flashy, beautiful lines. 
Just like a go-fast boat. 


Roman looked across at me with a far too knowing smile, 
shifting gears like he had a grudge and my heartrate 
rocketed as he raced us up the street, darting in and out of 
traffic. It was reckless and stupid and he'd probably have the 
cops pulling us over, but | didn't care. 


Maybe | did understand about his cars after all. 


The engine roared as he cut us across town, avoiding traffic 
where he could, just to keep us moving. He drove with one 
hand on the wheel, and the other draped onto my seat like 
all he needed was to keep me safe and hemmed in. Gravity 
and all those centrifugal forces that race car drivers and 
fighter jet pilots were subjected to, were doing a pretty good 
job of keeping me in my seat. 


"Where are we going?" 


"One of the President's golf courses." 


| raised my eyebrows. "Wow." As far as | knew, he owned a 
couple around here and both of them were pretty exclusive. | 
was definitely getting a romantic dinner and a moonlight 
Swim in a pool if we went where | thought we were going. 
"Who are you meeting?" 


Roman adjusted his grip on the wheel, and gave me a lazy 
shrug. "Some men. | don't know exactly who. It's better that 
way, and it's better you don't ask." 


| pressed my lips together and looked across at him. "You 
want me to be all pretty on your arm, but you don't want me 
to know what's really going on. Are you sure you don't want 
to write me a check now?" 


Roman scowled. "It's for your own protection." 
"If I'm with you, I've got all the protection | need. Don't 1?" 


His scowl didn't soften and his eyes hardened to a steely, 
stormy blue as he looked directly ahead, concentrating on 
the road far harder than he had since we pulled out of his 
building. 


| fought the urge to pout, and turned my head to look out of 
the window. Great start to a wonderful weekend this was. 


| folded my arms across my chest, ready to settle in for the 
sulk. And then | realized how silly that would be. | didn't 
have to let him get away with keeping me in the dark. | had 
everything | needed to get him to tell me what | wanted to 
know about him right at my disposal. 


Carefully, | straightened up in my seat again, and adjusted 
my skirt, sliding the hem a little higher up my thighs so that 
Roman had a better view of my smooth, bare legs when he 
glanced over. | already knew my cleavage was as decent as 
it was ever going to get. The keyhole halter neckline of the 
dress he'd treated me to flattered my neckline and gave 
Roman a sneak peak right where the money was. The skirt 
flared out from the pinched in waist, coming pretty high up 
my thighs. | looked gorgeous and it was unusual for me to be 
so confident in that, but when he reacted to me the way that 
he did, | was forced to believe it. 


| set my purse down at my feet and reached over to stroke 
my hand down his muscled thigh, fingers massaging into his 
solid flesh. | bit my lip, letting my hand stray up towards the 
sudden bulge snaking down his pant leg. Roman let out a 
low growl that was six parts pleasure, four parts warning. 


"What are you doing?" 


| teased my thumbnail over his solid erection and he hissed 
in a slow breath over his teeth. | didn't give him an answer. 
By now it had to be obvious what | was planning. 


"You want me to crash?" His eyes darted to mine, and | 
couldn't help but smile, because there was so much 
frustrated energy sheeting off him. He didn't want me to 
stop. 


"You won't do that." | found his fly and popped the button, 
easing his zipper down and he let out a strangled sound. 


ul No?" 


"No." | pulled his heavy erection out of the folds of his 
boxers, relishing the way he'd started to pant. His eyes kept 
flashing from me to the road and back to me again, like he 
couldn't believe what | was doing. Hell, | couldn't believe 
what | was doing either. 


Since I'd met him, all | could think about was when | was 
going to have him again. | was obsessed. 


He'd made me turn into a crazy woman. | always wanted 
him, and | wanted him to know that he could tell me 
anything because | wasn't just some fling, | was his, and | 
didn't see that changing any time soon. He was like air to 
me, and | couldn't just stop breathing. 


My hand tightened around the solid girth of his cock, pulling 
up in a tight ring, rubbing him up and down slow enough to 
make him shudder. The engine roared as Roman pressed 
down on the accelerator and we jolted forward like he'd hit 
turbo speed. 


There was a tiny bead of wetness at the top of his cock and 
when | smoothed it over with the pad of my thumb on the 
upstroke. The heat of him dried it almost instantly. He was 
burning for me. And I was burning for him. 


"How far is the hotel?" 
"Too far." The desperation in his voice made me bold. 


"You better not make a mess all over your car, Roman. You've 
got to wait until we get there. | want you to come inside me 
so hard it feels like an earthquake. Don't you want that? You 
mustn't waste it. Please." 


His eyes darted to mine, and | could see a bead of sweat 
trickle down his temple. "Damn it Chloe" 


“Please Roman" | whispered back, grin growing as | realized 
exactly how much power | had over him. How much control 
he let me have. Right then | had the balls of one of the most 
powerful men in Miami in my hand and | was fondling the 
delicate globes with all the care in the world and they were 
teaming with thousands of tiny sperm. | wanted all of them. 


He gritted his teeth and his other hand snapped to the 
steering wheel, knuckles whitening on the leather as he 
forced himself to concentrate on anything other than the 
motion of my hand, circling his throbbing cock, jerking him 
Slowly. Too slowly to give him any satisfaction. 


When he shoved his hips up to gain more traction, | eased 
off, pulling away. 


| wanted to drive him crazy. And from the way his breathing 
hitched and stalled, | didn't think | was doing such a bad 
job. 


"I know you're Russian mafia, Roman. I've always known 
that. You don't have to hide anything from me. | would never 
betray you." 


CHAPTER 24 


Roman 


Chloe took me by surprise. She was insane and | loved her 
for it. 


Right when | thought | was starting to understand her, she 
did something like this and the world flipped all over again. 
One thing | knew for certain, | was never going to get bored 
with this woman. | could have her a thousand times and it 
would never be the same, it would never get old. 


She clenched her fingers again and | let out a strangled cry, 
trying not to let the pleasure swim up and over me. | had to 
hold out. We weren't so far away. 


| was going to screech the car into the drive, fling the keys 
at the parking valet and sling Chloe over my shoulder. 


They knew me well enough at the front desk to have my 
room ready and waiting, even if this time was the first | 
would be bringing a woman with me. | didn't care what 
anybody thought. She was riling me up and it would have 
been her own fault if | dragged her into that hotel by her 
hair just to teach her a lesson in how to behave. 


She was impossible. Wonderful. Without compare. 


| let my eyes flutter closed as she fondled my balls again 
and | nearly didn't open them in time to make sure | was still 
in my lane. A car horn blared and | swerved to avoid clipping 
a Sedan. 


"You should stop," | told her, breathlessly. I'd never been so 
turned on in my life. 


She shook her head and when she licked her lips, | knew | 
was in trouble then. 


When she got into the car, she'd applied a perfect slick of 
red to her lips and | saw it smear against my skin as she 
closed her mouth over my cockhead and slid down along my 
length. The wet heat of her mouth and the flicker of her 
tongue nearly did me in entirely. | had to hold my breath and 
tense every muscle in my body to keep from putting my foot 
through the floor and shooting us into outer space. 


"Fuck... Chloe!" 


She fucking hummed around my cock and my hips spasmed 
up in a string of desperate little bucks that | couldn't control, 
thrusting my cock against the back of her mouth. 


The slurping sound she made when she pulled off was 
obscene and my hands were sweaty on the wheel and | 
nearly swerved again. The only thing that kept me in control 
was the thought of how terrible it would be to pick her body 
out of a wreckage | had caused. 


It was the only thing keeping me remotely in control. And 
Chloe only turned more determined. Her clever tongue slid 
around my glans, sliding against my frenulum and flickering 
over my cockhead like all she wanted was to explore exactly 
how we fit together. She must have worked it out by now. 


Gravel flew as | screeched up the drive, ten times faster than 
the speed limit on the hotel signs. The valet nearly dived out 
of the way, into the shrubbery. | didn't care as | jammed on 
the brakes. 


Chloe came off my cock with an obscene slurping pop, 
tucking her hair back behind her ears as she sat up, like she 
was innocence itself. She left me panting in the car, having 
to force my painfully steely erection back into my pants and 
try to work the zip back up. 


She flashed her eyes at me and pulled her lipstick out of her 
purse to reapply the same shade she has smeared along the 
length of my cock. | was never going to forget this in all of 
my days. 


Then, as calm as anything, she opened the passenger door 
and got out of the car like the perfect lady. 


"We have two bags in the trunk," she said to the doorman. 
“Thank you so much." 


It took me a moment to get myself together and by the time 
| had followed her into the lobby, she already had the room 


key in her hand and she beckoned me towards the elevator 
with a wicked smile. She was enjoying this way too much. I'd 
created a monster. 


| slid my hand onto the small of her back and drew her into 
me close and tight, my grip just about tight enough to hurt, 
judging by the way she let out a muted little gasp that went 
right to my cock all over again. 


"You play a dangerous game, Chloe." 


Her eyes flared when she looked at me and mine darted 
down to where her teeth had buried themselves in her full 
lower lip. The flush to her cheeks brought out the worst 
possible instincts in me, as though they needed any more 
help along the way. "Only for you, Roman. | want this. 
Forever. Don't you know that by now?" 


| shoved her into the elevator ahead of me when the doors 
opened, letting the implications of her words rock me. "I am 
starting to see that." 


She wanted everything from me and not in the way that 
most American women I'd come to know did. | knew what 
she was saying, she didn't want secrets, or to be kept in the 
dark about what | was doing like some kind of pampered 
trophy. That had never been what I'd seen her as and it 
wasn't what | wanted either. But | did want to keep her safe 
and my world was far from that. 


As soon as the doors closed | was on her, shoving her up 
against the back wall, hard enough to shake the 
compartment. She didn't hesitate, already she tugged at my 
fly again and | pulled her skirt up, closing my hand around 
the crotch of her panties and ripping them clean away. 


Instinct had me hold them to my face and | drew in a deep 
breath, taking in the sweet, clean smell of her body. Her 
panties were soaked where her fluids had drenched through 
the gusset. Though | didn’t need that to tell me she was as 
desperate for me as | was for her. 


She gripped at the bar running all the way around the inside 
of the elevator and | pulled her up higher, hoisting her 
thighs up so she wasn't touching the ground and she was 
braced against the wall. Her arms tightened around my 
neck, holding herself up and | buried my head against her 
throat, teeth grazing over her jugular. As | shifted her weight 
in my strong grip, she bucked to get closer to me and my 
cock jumped in appreciation. 


| was lined up with her slick passage in an instant and | 
thrusted up into her, breathing hard as | buried myself into 
her waiting cunt. 


Chloe let out a shout that dissolved into a trembling protest 
of pleasure washing over her. She was frantic, kissing at my 
mouth, writhing to meet every hard thrust | gave her. | was 


like an animal and she was some beautiful creature | never 
wanted to tame. 


| didn't care if we got caught. They could try and throw me 
out and I'd write to the President himself. | was pretty sure 
he'd come around once I handed his associates the large 
bag of unmarked bills I'd brought, to fund the upcoming 
Campaign in whatever way they saw fit. 


As Valentin put it, international relations were important. 
And the Bratva needed to keep both sides sweet. We only 
played to the best opportunities and it made no sense to 
make enemies. This was a new world and money spoke 
louder than threats, most of the time. 


Chloe's legs clamped hard around my waist and she leaned 
back slightly, tipping her hips so that my cock bent inside 
her. | let out a groan, gripping onto her sides firmly and 
slamming deeply into her. Through her dress, | had no doubt 
| was leaving handprints on her skin and | didn't care. | 
welcomed it. Every mark | made went towards telling the 
world she was mine. 


When the elevator doors pinged open at our floor, | held 
them open, slamming my foot into the gap to keep them 
from closing on us as | kissed her, gripping her ass tighter to 
keep her body locked firmly onto mine. Somehow | walked 
us out, with her clinging to me and my cock still buried deep 
inside her, impatient for release. 


"Oh God, hurry - hurry up." She was whimpering with need, 
just the way | liked it. 


She had the key card in her hand, and as soon as the door 
unlocked | ploughed her against the nearest wall. She let out 
a weak little groan, and her whole body shifted down as her 
thigh slipped out of my grip. On braced legs | followed her 
and she rocked her hips, trying to keep me inside her, all but 
climbing my chest. 


"You were very bad in the car." | told her and Chloe groaned, 
stuck where | had her pinned and writhing against the 
pleasure coursing through her whole body from where she 
was impaled on my meaty cock. 


She rolled her head back against the wall, eyes never 
leaving mine. Her eyelids sank down languidly and her voice 
came out like molten honey. "I was. What are you going to 
do about it?" She was open mouthed and panting and I'd 
never seen anything so beautiful in my entire life. 


"I'm going to make it so you can't walk straight for a week." 


There was no way | was letting her go and | didn't care who 
heard us. She was mine, completely and totally and after 
this | had no doubt that there was ever going to be a way to 
step back from that. 


CHAPTER 25 


Chloe 


Just inside the door, Roman made good on his promise. He 
took me hard up against the wall, ramming me into it with 
enough force that | was worried the wall might cave in. Or 
maybe the neighbors would complain. | felt it every time he 
drove into me, bottoming out with bruising collision of our 
hips, bone to bone, skin stinging. 


| felt like a rag doll, powerless to resist as he threw me about 
and every thrust bodily shook me. With my feet off the floor, 
all | could do was give in and let him take me. And | loved it. 


He was my entire world. 


Every thrust went deep, grazing over that spot deep inside 
me that made everything turn hot, and my vision cloud. | 
could barely string sentences together, and the meaning of 
every single word except Roman's name had deserted me. 


| had no strength left in my arms and my grip was failing me, 
but | couldn't let myself drop. 


"Roman, oh God Roman please. Please. Ohmigod." 


All | could do was shout out with every thrust, until he 
shattered filling me up with his seed and | shook with need 
for him, my pussy clenching hard around him like | never 
wanted to let him go. 


| came hard enough for my eyes to roll back and my whole 
body to convulse and the walls of my pussy gripped and 
flickered around Roman like | needed to milk every last drop 
from his body and pull everything he had up into my womb. 
| wanted his seed, on a deep primal level. It had to be mine. 


| didn't want to let him go and | whimpered when he set me 
back on my feet. My knees gave out and | was clinging to 
him desperately until he ducked his head and kissed me, 
pulling me in against him all over again. 


He scooped me up in his arms, like a princess, and | let him 
carry me over to the bed. The mattress bounced me up in 
the air as he threw me onto it, and then he was by my side, 
still kissing me. | raised my hands over my head to let him 
strip my dress off. 


Then he was kissing my breasts as | undid his shirt buttons 
and smoothed my hands over the expanse of his chest. | 
loved the scorpion above his hip and the cursive lettering on 
his chest. | traced the words with my fingers. 


Choose between what is right and what is easy. 


No doubt the phrase had deep meaning to him. Roman's 
moral compass was never in doubt. 


Maybe the ink he had tied him to the Bratva, but he was all 
mine. Frantic and furious or calm and tender, both sides of 
him were the man I was coming to love and | never wanted 
him to hold anything back. 


| loved how much what I'd done in the car had riled him up. 
It had riled me up too. And boy had it been worth it when he 
took me like he couldn't even control himself. | was still high 
from it all and needy for his touch. He seemed just as 
addicted to my skin. 


"What am I going to do with you Chloe?" 
| bit my lip, smiling up at him. "I don't know." 


| couldn't get enough of him, and Roman showed no signs of 
slowing down. 


His lips trailed heat between my breasts and he pushed my 
bra down, leaving me naked on the perfect sheets. A week 
ago | would have felt so exposed, but now | loved that he 
was looking at me, seeing every inch of me and loving it all. 


His tongue swirled around the dark circle of my nipple, 
hardening to solid points as he blew cool air teasingly over 
them and | heard myself moan. His eyes darted up to mine, 


watching me arch against the bed, still hungry for whatever 
pleasure he wanted to give me. 


His cock was by no means soft, despite the amount of cum 
he'd shot inside of me and the thought of what that meant - 
how easy it could be for me to become pregnant with his 
child made me glow. 


He rolled me onto my stomach and pulled me up onto my 
knees. His hand on the flat of my back eased me forward so | 
was on all fours and he lined himself up behind me. 


Before | knew what he was doing, he'd slid inside me from 
behind and I groaned at the angle of his cock making me 
want to spread my legs wider. On all fours, | felt like some 
kind of animal, but as | rocked back to get him deeper into 
me, | didn't care. 


His hands cupped my breasts and his chest was solid and 
hot against my back, forcing me to brace my weight on my 
spread hands as he pistoned his hips into me. 


| couldn't stop myself from shouting out each time he 
plunged into me, and my hips knocked forward. | almost bit 
my tongue with the force of his thrusts and the way they 
ricocheted through my body making me tremble with 
pleasure. 


My pussy was clenching tight around him, desperate not to 
let him go and | tried to tilt the angle of my hips to stop him 


from sliding out, but the force of his thrusts was too much to 
bear. 


"Oh Roman!" 


His large hands pulled at my breasts, fingers rolling my 
nipples and sending sparks right through me. | was 
powerless to stop him and at the point of exhaustion | didn't 
care. | couldn't stop. | wasn't going to let him. 


Pleasure and pain were tangled close together as he fucked 
me rough and hard. | yelped when he pinched my nipples 
harder, but it only shot another wave of pleasure through 
me, and from the way Roman growled | knew he knew me 
well enough to read that. 


The flat of his hand slapped down against my ass with a 
resounding smack, sending stinging pain shooting across 
the surface of my skin, and my breathing shuddered out of 
me. | couldn't believe how much he turned me on. 


He slapped me again, and | felt the urgency of his thrusts 
increase, until all at once he was racing himself. Our 
breathing was in time and | did all | could to keep pace, 
shifting my hips in line with his jerky rhythm, moaning the 
whole time. 


Words eluded me, and all | could form were animal sounds, 
echoing every deeply pleasured groan Roman made. 


And then he gave a final thrust, shouting out with the 
strength of his ejaculation and my body twitched and 
juddered as he released his load deep inside me. 


The world went black. Nothing existed except him. 


We tumbled down onto the sheets in a sticky tangle of limbs 
and it was long, long minutes before either of us had enough 
air in our lungs to say a word. 


CHAPTER 26 


Chloe 


| pitied the poor bellhop who had the misfortune of knocking 
on the door when the pair of us were lazing on top of the 
sheets. Roman growled and pushed himself to his feet, 
stalking towards the door like he was going to murder 
whoever was on the other side. 


| had to bury my face in the pillow to stop myself from 
laughing when he flung it open, not caring in the least that 
he was fully naked and had to be more than intimidating. 


"What do you want?" 
"| -uh. Your bags, sir." 
"Good. Leave now." 


The kid practically squeaked and turned on his heel without 
even waiting for a tip. | didn't blame him. If I'd come across 
an angry Russian acting like a bear with a sore paw, I'd have 
been grateful to get out with my life too. Roman grabbed the 
Do Not Disturb sign off the inside door handle and slung it 
onto the outer handle, crashing the door closed again, with 
a heavy thud. 


Pulling on a bathrobe, | padded up behind him and | slung 
my arms around his waist enjoying hugging my bullish, hot- 
headed man. 


"He was only doing his job." 


"He needs to use his brain. He must have been able to hear 
you making those noises from the other end of the hotel, 
and he thinks it's a good idea to disturb us? " 


| rolled my eyes. "It's a good thing he did." | realized | was 
going to need a change of clothes for dinner. "Because 
someone ruined my underwear." 


Roman scoffed. "You brought it on yourself. You shouldn't 
have done what you did in the car." 


| could feel myself grinning and | felt like a naughty little 
schoolgirl. It was a good feeling when he wasn't standing 
there telling me off and Roman hadn't tried that since the 
first time I'd walked into his apartment and I knew he wasn't 
really doing that now. Him spanking me was exactly what 
we'd both needed. 


He hefted both bags up - one on his shoulder and the other 
in one hand. 


"You need to get dressed for dinner." 


"Is that right?" 


"Of course." 


I'd brought a few different things to wear from the small 
selection that was starting to amass from my time spent at 
Roman's apartment. I'd discovered | had to be careful about 
looking at things in shop windows, because if he thought | 
liked them, they ended up hanging in what was turning into 
my closet in his guest room, the next time | came over. Not 
that | was complaining in the slightest. It was kind of nice to 
have everything | could have ever wanted, for a change. 


The fact remained, | didn't know what you were supposed to 
wear at a fancy country club place like this. | suspected it 
wasn't going to be anything like my usual restaurant 
experiences. But | wasn't going to let on. 


Roman was no snob. Except maybe when it came to having 

all the right labels. He dressed how he wanted to dress. The 

more flashy the better, as far as | could see. Thousand dollar 
sunglasses, watches worth more than my car. 


So I'd brought along things to match. Heels that | knew were 
eye-wateringly expensive. Dresses from labels that I'd only 
ever heard of on the catwalk. None of it was really me, but it 
was fun to play dress up, and actually, | did kind of feel good 
in the long dress with a slit all the way up the side and the 
plunging neckline. Like a movie star. 


| took time getting my hair right while Roman watched 
kitesurfing videos on his tablet, lounging on the bed in his 


towel like he was twenty something, not forty. And then 
watched me put on my makeup with an oddly adoring 
expression on his face. 


"You're not supposed to watch me do this. It's supposed to 
be all mystique and then | appear in a cloud of perfume 
looking like a goddess." 


He grinned. "You already are a goddess. | like to watch you 
do these things. All for me. Like a work of art. Nobody else 
gets to see you do this." 


| rolled my eyes at him, careful not to let my mascara 
smudge. "Yeah. I'm a regular Monet. All smudgy and out of 
focus, right?" 


Roman growled, going from lying down to on his feet in one 
impressively fluid motion that had me marveling at the 
workings of his abs. He was like a break dancer, and | could 
all but see him doing body grinds against the floor, holding 
himself up like Magic Mike. I let out a soft hum, entirely 
distracted. 


“Do not fish for compliments. You should have more 
confidence." 


"Why?" 


"Chloe. This afternoon you made me beg you. You had me 
entirely at your mercy. You walked into this hotel like you 


owned it. You don't need me to tell you how beautiful you 
are." 


| felt myself blush at his roundabout compliment. "Maybe | 
want you to." 


Roman's face turned serious and even though | could tell he 
was fighting the urge to roll his eyes, he didn't. The 
slackness of his face made him all the more sincere. 


"You are the most beautiful woman in the world. You make 
that dress look ugly in comparison. | never met anyone who 
does to me what you do." 


Now I was the one who wanted to roll my eyes, and | turned 
my face away on a curling grin. 


"lam serious." He gripped my chin, turning my face towards 
his. "I never want to be apart from you. Every minute since | 
met you, | have had you on my mind. | cannot function 
without you with me." 


"Roman." 


He smiled, and all of a sudden | couldn't tell whether he was 
teasing me. "I love you, Chloe." 


"You hardly know me." 


"I know enough. You know enough too. All that is important." 


| gave him a long look. He was right and I knew it. As soon as 
I'd stopped trying to talk myself out of it, I'd known that he 
was the man for me. Deep down, it felt like fate. And right 
now, when | looked at him, | saw the father of my children. 
The man who was going to be my husband. The one I was 
going to grow old with. All the designer dresses and sports 
cars in the world didn't make the slightest bit of difference 
to that; it was all just icing on the cake. 


| looked down to the dressing table and then back up to his 
face. "I think | love you too, Roman." 


He grinned. "I Know you do. And | will make you certain. 
Here. This is for you." 


With a soft sound he set a velvet jewelry box down on the 
dressing table and the hinge gave a muted, dulled out snap 
when I opened it. 


Inside were the most beautiful earrings I'd ever seen. They 
were shaped like orchids, studded all over with diamonds 
and where the petals opened out towards the bottom, there 
were three dangling strands of larger diamonds going down 
to smooth, teardrop shaped rubies at the bottom. 


"Wow." | was never going to be able to go back to cubic 
zirconia again. The sparkle the diamonds had was 
something else entirely. | never realized a reflection could 
have so much depth. Tiny little rainbows sparked off every 


cut edge and the orchids themselves were bright with white 
light. 


"They are Cartier." 


"They're beautiful." | didn't want to know how much they'd 
cost him. It would only make me nervous. 


"I saw them, and | thought of you." 


| shook my head at him. "Do you know how many times over 
| could have gone to college with what I'd guess you 
dropped on these?" But | was smiling at his ridiculousness. 


"What? You think | should not soend my money? Now you 
get to enjoy them, the man who sold them to me gets to 
spoil his wife. The government gets tax dollars. Everything is 
good. This is how your capitalism works, no?" 


"My capitalism?" 
"Our capitalism. But if you don't want to wear them." 


"No, no I didn't say that!" Did this make me as bad as those 
gold diggers me and Desta used to laugh at on the beach? | 
didn't care as | carefully clipped in each earring, surprised 
by the weight of them. They nestled perfectly against the 
lobe of my ear, bringing a little nod to nature to my outfit. 


Just, diamond encrusted nature. 


Roman just nodded, but I could tell from the way he was 
looking at me that he appreciated seeing them on me. 


Done with my make up, I turned around to indulge in 
watching Roman select a shirt and pull on his boxers. His 
outfit was stylishly casual. Very Miami, with the shirt open at 
the collar and expensive linen slacks and Gucci loafers. No 
socks. 


| wasn't complaining. | knew every woman in the place 
would be drooling over him, and that made me very glad 
he'd decided to bring me along. | knew he only had eyes for 
me, but that didn't mean | didn't trust anyone not to try it 
with him, and the last thing | wanted was him being stuck 
with some flirtatious bimbo all evening who thought she 
could get her claws in. 


Roman offered me his arm and | had no doubt he'd only 
have eyes for me all evening. 


Roman 


The hotel was low rise, set out like a sprawling ranch amid 
the golf course. The main attraction was the course, and 
there was a decent pool and spa set up, with a kids club 
attached, so the wives could get a break too. 


The restaurant did good steak. It wasn't the level of cuisine | 
would have hoped to wow Chloe with when | took her out 
looking as stunning as she did. But she didn't seem to mind. 


"Let's get cocktails. Can we get cocktails?" 


"You can have whatever you like." That was something | 
knew | always wanted to live by. | was never going to refuse 
Chloe anything at all. 


We ordered steaks and Chloe had her cocktail. | stuck to 
beer. The only spirits | drank, | drank straight, and tonight 
wasn't about getting drunk. Chloe had satisfied nearly all 
my appetites, and it was only my hunger that was left to be 
sated. 


In the comfortable booth, with the lighting low and the 
background music soft and tasteful, it felt like a little pocket 
of calm for us to be together in. Here, | knew we didn't have 
to worry about having pictures taken and the gossip pages 
starting up. | wanted to keep Chloe away from that for as 
long as possible, but sooner or later it was going to become 
part of our reality. 


Managing my media presence was as much a part of my job 
as any of this running around with suitcases of money to 
give to men in black suits who worked for unidentified 
government affiliated departments. | greased palms on a 
daily basis, but they only stayed sufficiently well oiled as 
long as | kept my visible profile strictly above suspicion. 


Every business trip | made was multipurpose. Bratva 
business had to dovetail with legitimate investment 
meetings. Having Chloe here wasn't just a distraction, she 


added an additional reason for the trip, but regardless, | was 
very glad not to be sitting in the bar, eating an overpriced 
steak all on my own. 


She propped her chin on her fist, elbow on the table, smiling 
softly at me and | smiled back, appreciating the glint of the 
earrings | had given her. "Tomorrow you should go to the 
spa. Have a massage." 


"Mm see | was thinking it would be more fun to havea 
massage with you, tonight." 


Chloe was insatiable, and that suited me just fine. 


CHAPTER 27 


Chloe 


Our house was probably the worst on the street. Out on the 
boats all day, Dad didn't exactly have all the time in the 
world to keep up with the maintenance, and that was where 
the money went too. 


Growing up it hadn't really bothered me. When Mom was 
still around it had been better and then afterwards it was a 
sort of slow slide into peeling paint and rotten window 
frames. It was like it all happened in slo-mo and then one 
day | turned around and it was all like that without me being 
able to figure out how it had gotten to that point. | don't 
think Dad saw it or maybe he chose not to. 


Destiny, as the best of best friends a girl could ask for, never 
said anything and acted like none of it bothered her. She 
always dragged me over to her pristine Grandma's house for 
iced tea. And one weekend when we were still in school she 
helped me redecorate my bedroom 


Before | met Roman, | was past caring about the aesthetics, 
but | did want to make sure that the roof held up to the 
storms and that the decking around the house wasn't going 
to trip over the mail man so he winded up suing us or 
something. 


Now, | was starting to see it the way other people must have. 
And | could only imagine what Roman would think about it, 
which was why I always made excuses about having to go 
somewhere before | headed home, or got him to drop me off 
at the marina instead of letting him drive me all the way 
back. 


Coming back from the golf club, it was just the same. 


Eventually | planned to get out of there. That had always 
been the plan. Once | got some proper qualifications under 
my belt, | was going to make enough money of my own that 
| could get a place to myself and maybe even give Dad 
enough money to fix the place up. But it wasn't going to 
happen until | could make enough to save up for my college 
course, and that wasn't going to happen at all if my time 
was tied up keeping Dad's business afloat. 


Not to mention running around letting Roman treat me like a 
princess. But there was no way | was going to give up seeing 
him. Already it felt like he was a part of me that | hadn't 
known was missing until | found him. 


Lying in my bed, staring up at the ceiling in the dark | felt 
about a million miles away from the chic sophistication of 
Roman's apartment, or the glitz of the hotel. | could hear the 
katydids chirping in the bushes above the geriatric hum of 
our AC unit struggling against the humidity. 


| realized | missed the presence of the dogs nearby and 
somehow, even though it had only been a few days with 
Roman in bed by my side, | couldn't sleep without him. 
Maybe it was Dad | was listening out for, through the thin 
walls. | could just about hear the edge of his snore if | really 
strained to hear. 


And then a sharp crack sounded - likely some of the fallen 
twigs from the tree in the yard that had fallen onto the 
decking snapping underfoot, and | was bolt upright and 
listening. 


| pushed the thin covers back and grabbed the flashlight off 
my nightstand along with my cell phone. With my heart in 
my throat, | crept out of my bedroom, making my way down 
the hall as quietly as | could. 


There was someone out there, on the porch. | could hear 
boots and it sounded like more than one pair. | held my 
breath, trying to figure out what | was going to do. My first 
instinct was to call the cops, but | didn't know who was out 
there. 


If it was Molino's guys then that was a good idea but maybe 
it wasn't them. Maybe, for some reason, Roman had sent 
people to look out for me and Dad. The last thing | wanted 
was to call the cops on his security detail. 


The sound of breaking glass cut through any indecision ina 
heartbeat. 


ul Shit." 


| didn't stop to see what was going on. | barreled into Dad's 
bedroom, slamming the door and ramming a chair under the 
handle. 


Dad snapped the bedside light on, momentarily blinding the 
pair of us, and | winced, trying to squint through the 
brightness to see the screen of my cell phone. 


"What's going on?" 


"There's someone trying to get into the house." | was pretty 
proud that | managed to keep my voice as matter of fact as | 
did. Inside | was freaking out. 


"What?" 
"Shh! They'll hear us. Switch the light off." 


One thing | knew about my Dad was that he kept a hunting 
knife in his nightstand, just in case, and at the first mention 
of an intruder he pulled it out, busted knee or no busted 
knee. | don't know what he thought he was going to do from 
the bed but | wouldn't put it past him to beat them up with 
his crutches. If he'd been ambushed at home rather than on 
the boat where he didn't have anything to hand, | had no 
doubt his attacker would have come off worse than him. Dad 
had always believed in the right to defend his property. 


Right now | fully agreed with him. 


Dad flipped the lamp off a beat too late and before either of 
us could do anything else, the handle turned. In the dark | 
heard it rattle as whoever was on the other side tried it and 
thankfully the lock held. | held my breath, hoping they 
didn't try to force it because | had no doubt the door frame 
would give out ahead of the metal lock. 


There was silence on the other side and | could picture 
Molino's guys trying to figure out what to do now. | didn't 
like any of the options | was coming up with. Whatever they 
thought they were doing breaking into our house in the 
middle of the night, there was no way this was some kind of 
social call. 


After a minute there was a shuffling and a slip of paper slid 
under the crack at the bottom of the door. 


| held my nerve and didn't pick it up until | heard the 
footsteps retreat back down the hall. Mostly because | 
couldn't force myself to move. There was the sound of the 
front door again and then nothing and | finally breathed all 
the way out. 


My head felt dizzy, and when | bent down to pick up the 
piece of paper | wasn't sure | was going to make it to my feet 
again. So | stayed there a moment, breathing slow and calm 
like | had a paper bag over my mouth and forced myself to 
flip on my flashlight to read it. 


My hand was making the piece of paper shudder and the 
shadows jittered all over the rug on the floor like some kind 
of crazy puppet show. 


Tell the Russians to stay off our turf, or next time we'll do 
more damage. 


A shiver went up my spine. What did they mean more 
damage? 


"What's it say?" Dad asked turning on the light. 


| showed the piece of paper to Dad and in the light of his 
bedside lamp, he visibly paled. 


"Shit. We gotta check the boat, Chloe." 


| got to my feet, my ability to move kicking in all at once 

given my Dad was trying to heave himself out of bed and 
planned to hop on over to the Marina like Peg Leg fricking 
Pete. 


"Stay there. I'll sort it out. You're not going anywhere, Dad." 
"You're not going out there on your own." 


| gave him a long look and unlocked my cell phone, already 
dialing Roman's number before | could stop myself. | was no 
idiot. | had no desire to race on over to a deserted marina in 
the middle of the night like the idiot that gets herself killed 
at the start of some horror movie. | was under no delusions 


about my ability to defend myself, my biggest strength in 
that department lay firmly in knowing when to keep my 
head down and to stay well and truly out of the way. 


But something was going to have to give. | couldn't let them 
get away with this kind of behavior. 


Roman answered in under three rings and I'd never been so 
glad to hear his gruff voice. The combination of the layer of 
sleep in it and the smile when he said my name made 
everything feel so much better. "Hello Chloe." 


"Hi. I'm sorry to wake you up. Um. I think Tony Molino and 
his guys just paid us a visit. They left a note." 


"What do you mean paid you a visit? It is the middle of the 
night." 


"Well, they kind of broke in. And | need to go down to the 
marina and check on my Dad's boat." 


il No." 
"Excuse me?" 


"You're not doing that. You stay inside. Call the cops. | will be 
there in fifteen minutes." 


Even assuming that Roman was fully dressed, ready to go 
and had his car down on the street, | knew it was impossible 


to get to my place that quickly inside the speed limit, but | 
didn't question him. 


He arrived in more like twelve and my shoulders sagged with 
relief when | heard him stride along the corridor, bellowing 
my name. 


| moved the chair out from under the bedroom door handle 
and unlocked it and Roman shoved in the door before | had 
it halfway open, pulling me into his arms as though he 
needed to touch me to be sure that | was all in one piece. 


He kissed me like he thought he'd never have the chance to 
kiss me again, and | felt myself flush when he set me back 
down on my feet. My eyes locked onto the gun he had in his 
grip and | glanced back to my father, dreading the look of 
disapproval on his face. | really hadn't intended for them to 
meet like this. Internally, | cringed, but | managed to pull on 
a breezy smile as | turned around, acting like it was no big 
deal that my very much older boyfriend had just stuck his 
tongue down my throat like he did it all the time in front of 
my father, who still thought of me as his little baby girl. 


“Roman, this is my Dad. Dad this is Roman Dvornikov." 


My Dad's eyes widened as he recognized the name but to 
his credit he managed a fairly casual salute. He didn't 
mention the gun. "Nice to meet ya." 


Roman straightened up, smoothing down the front of his 
shirt with a funny self-conscious gesture as though my 
father was someone very important indeed and he'd just 
been caught doing something he wasn't supposed to. He 
tucked the gun into his belt at the small of his back and 
stretched a hand across the bed towards my father, grasping 
his hand in a shake that | knew from experience was 
ridiculously firm. 


"It's my pleasure, Sir." 
"Yeah. Likewise." 


| could tell from the look in his eyes that Dad was still taking 
it all in and | could only hope that when the dust settled, he 
wasn't going to flip out completely. 


Whether it was because of Roman's sheer size, looming over 
us both in the bedroom like that, or because he'd swooped 
in like some kind of savior after nothing more than a phone 
call, Dad's usual protective streak was startlingly absent. He 
must have been in shock. 


Tomorrow he'd probably start poking his holes about how 
Roman was too old for me or that he didn't really care 
because we were from different worlds, or how he wasn't 
good enough, until one of the little earworms started to 
catch. This time | wasn't going to let any of them. | didn't 
care if Roman didn't measure up to whatever kind of guy my 
Dad thought I should end up with, | loved being with him, 


and he was the only person I'd wanted to call, the only 
person | thought to ask for help. He made me feel safe just 
hearing his voice, and now that he was here, | knew nothing 
could touch me. 


"Is the front door busted?" 
Roman nodded. "I don't think that it took much force." 


| cringed, knowing that the state of our locks weren't exactly 
up to much. Compared to security at the Porsche Design 
Tower, we might as well have left the front door wide open, 
with a big old welcome sign pointing right inside. 


"Stay here. | will check the rest of the house." 


CHAPTER 28 


Roman 


| was furious. The spineless idiots who had targeted Chole's 
home were going to pay. | thought I'd taught them enough 
of a lesson for trying to pressure her, after what they did to 
her father, but now | was realizing they were more idiotic 
than that. 


They thought their poxy operation was of any interest at all 
to the Bratva. Just for the assumption, | was going to shut 
them down. 


Chloe hadn't called the cops yet, and | made sure the rest of 
the house was secure, checking each of the rooms in turn 
before | gave her and her father the okay to come out. 


Her room smelled just like she did and | stood in the 
doorway for a long moment, breathing in the warm, homely 
smell. My place was too sterile without her warmth in it. 
Luba did a fantastic job, but it made me feel like | was 
perpetually in a hotel room to smell nothing but orange oil 
and the remnants of cleaning chemicals and laundry 
softener on the sheets, instead of the scent of perfume, or 
even better, the individual scent of Chloe herself. To my 
mind, there wasn't a better smell in the whole world. 


| wanted this scent in my home. | wanted it to mingle with 
mine to make a unique smell all of our own. 


"They've gone," | announced as | came back through the 
door. 


In the distance, there was an explosion, and Chloe startled. 
Her father's eyes widened. "What the hell was that?" 


"Come with me." Her father had a knife and it was clear he 
wasn't afraid to use it, but there was no way | was letting 
Chloe out of my sight again until we knew what that noise 
was. "Both of you." 


Her father started fumbling with the crutches by the bed, 
but | just growled and scooped him up over my shoulder. We 
didn't have time for delays. 


| didn't know what had caused that bang, but | knew there 
would be fire at the source of it and the longer we hung 
around, the greater the chance of it spreading towards us. 


Chloe hurried ahead of us along the corridor to the front 
door and | tried not to let myself get distracted by the thin 
material of her night clothes clinging to her body just 
perfectly. Later, | could let myself think about that. Right 
now, there were more important things at stake, like getting 
her and her father to safety. 


Out of the front door, it became immediately apparent what 
had caused the explosion. In my haste to make sure she was 
okay, | must have run straight past her car where she'd 
parked it out on the street. 


Flames licked up the sides, scorching the cars on either side 
of it. Chloe had her hands clamped over her mouth. 


"No! Oh no, no no. That's my car" 


| set her father down in the passenger seat of my armor 
plated SUV and pulled out my cell phone to summon Igor. | 
could have brought one of my sports cars and got here 
faster, but when going into battle, it made sense to arrive in 
a tank. From what | could see, Molino was set on turning this 
into a war. More fool him. He'd clearly never come up 
against the Bratva before. There was going to be no chance 
for him to learn from his mistakes now. They were already 
made, and they were going to cost him everything. 


When | hung up from speaking to Igor, | dialed the fire 
department just in case they weren't already coming. 


"Chloe, it will be okay. | will get you another car." 


She was close to tears, and | couldn't fully understand it. 
The thing was a heap of junk and she'd already ruined the 
upholstery beyond repair. 


“But that's my car. They torched my car | bought that car." 


"Yes," | said. "They did. And now | am going to make sure 
they are shut down permanently." 


She looked up at me like my words were only just sinking in 
and she nodded slowly. "Okay. Now what?" 


"You will stay with me." 
Her frown wrinkled in. "I gotta secure the house." 


“Igor will take care of it. You and your father will be my 
guests." 


She nodded again with that same distracted look in her 
eyes. "We've got to check my Dad’s boat at the marina." 


| already knew what they would have done to take revenge 
for Chloe's father supposedly switching allegiance. There 
wasn't going to be any benefit to either of them seeing the 
boat going the same way as Chloe's car and | wanted to 
keep that from her, and from him. | knew the boat was the 
business. Without one, the other could not exist. 


It was exactly the way | felt about Chloe and tonight had 
made me see that even more clearly. 


"Come with me. | will take care of everything." 


All | wanted to do was keep her safe and | knew that was all | 
had been put on this earth to do. | had come from Russia, 
thinking that my aim in life was to make it in ways that 


would never have been possible back home, but the real 
reason had to be her. | had come all this way to meet the 
woman | was meant to be with for the rest of my life. 


The flashing lights of the fire trucks lit up the street and the 
neighbors were starting to spill out onto the sidewalk to take 
a look at what was going on. The police turned up and | put 
in a word with the officers | recognized so that | could drive 
Chloe and her father home, and they could give their 
statements in the morning. 


Igor arrived just before we pulled away and he nodded to me 
silently. 


He already knew what | wanted him to do. 


Chloe 

Dad's eyes practically popped out of his head when Roman 
drove us into the car lift that took us straight up to the 
penthouse and the mechanics took over, dragging us back 
into the shaft. 


"Is this safe?" 
"Entirely." 


| giggled, watching him squirm and Roman flashed a look at 
me in the mirror. 


Walking back into the guest room | used, only to see it all 
freshly made up as though I'd never stayed in it at all, senta 
little jolt through me. | was pleased that it was ready for my 
Dad to stay in while we sorted all this out, but at the same 
time, it felt like I'd already been totally erased from Roman's 
life. 


"I will get Igor to fetch you some things." 


My Dad nodded, lowering himself down to sit on the bed. | 
could see he was pretty shaken up. | think | would have 
been too, if it hadn't been for Roman. | knew he had 
everything under control and he had so many people at his 
disposal. He'd help us fix this, get everything back on track. 


Maybe he didn't have to, but from what | knew of him, he 
would. Because he was a good guy and he wasn't going to 
let some punk like Molino ruin our lives because he'd made 
an idiotic assumption based on the fact that Roman didn't 
like him threatening me. 


Of course he was the perfect gentleman, making sure my 
father was settled in the guest room and that he had 
everything he needed before he slid his hand onto the small 
of my back. 


“Come, Chloe. Let your father get some sleep." 


Then he led me into his suite of rooms for the first time. 
There was a keypad lock on the door, but Roman made no 


effort to disguise the code from me as he tapped it in. 


"| have a lot of parties," he explained. "I don't like people to 
poke around my personal things, and people get very 
curious." He gave me a long look, and | half suspected he'd 
seen me trying the handle when he'd been away, through 
that nanny cams of his. 


Somehow | managed not to blush. "I guess everyone likes to 
be nosy." 


"I guess that must be it." 


He held the door open for me and as | walked inside | felt the 
shift, like moving from the public spaces of a hotel and into 
a real home. Roman had some artwork on the walls and the 
decor looked like it had been more considered on a personal 
level rather than just show-home neutral. 


He led me through to a little kitchenette and pulled out a 
bottle of rum and a large glass which he poured a few 
generous fingers into. 


"You want something?" 


| watched him toss his drink back as though it was barely 
anything at all, and shook my head mutely. 


He shrugged, looking down at the emptied glass and 
topping it off again. 


"I thought they had done something to you. | would have 
killed them with my bare hands." 


| shook my head, feeling a little flare of heat go through me 
at the protectiveness he was showing. "I'm fine." 


His glass skidded across the counter as he set it down again, 
mostly empty and he pulled me to him. 


“Come here. | need you." 


| felt my breath shudder out of me. No one ever said those 
words and made me really feel them the way that Roman 
did. But there was no part of me that doubted him. Bodily, 
physically, | felt the pull of his need echoing in me, but it 
was deeper, more profound too. 


Already he was hard, and I bowed against him willingly, 
breathless as his hands glided over me, fingers squeezing at 
my ass to draw me in against his steely cock. 


| kissed him fiercely, letting out all the fear and the anger 
over Molino's men coming into my life and trying to tear 
everything apart. Roman wasn't going to let them. | wasn't 
going to either. 


Everything would be so much better once he was inside me. 


"| need you too Roman." 


CHAPTER 29 


Roman 


Nothing could have stopped me from picking Chloe up the 
way | did. 


Her legs wrapped around my sides and | carried her through 
to my bedroom. | had no care for how much of a mess we 
made of the dark blue silk sheets. Tonight | needed to make 
her understand that she was mine alone. 


And no one was ever going to take her away from me. 


In the morning, Molino was going to pay. But now, all | 
needed was to make certain that Chloe was alright. 


| tossed her down on the sheets, already pulling my shirt off 
and tugging at my fly. | toed my shoes off, kicking them 
aside as | stepped out of them and Chloe looked up at me 
from the bed in her soft cotton pajamas. 


The tiny shorts were barely decent and it took her mere 
seconds to lift her hips and shuck them and her panties off, 
wriggling slightly as she pulled them down her thighs. Any 
body-consciousness she'd had was no longer evident, and | 
loved that she was completely at ease with me. She pulled 


her top off just as quickly, as keen as | was to be rid of her 
clothes. 


| knelt on the bed between her legs and she pulled me down 
on top of her, arms wrapping around my shoulders as she 
rained kisses against my throat and shoulders. 


Everything was heat between us, but this time it was a slow 
burn. | wasn't here to plunder her like | had in the hotel. | 
needed to smooth my hands over every inch of her skin, to 
reassure myself that she still fit together the way that she 
was supposed to. That nothing Molino had done had caused 
her any harm. 


| felt her shudder under my touch and arch up to press 
against me more completely. One of her hands slid between 
us and she gripped her hand around my solid erection, 
starting to stroke me up and down. 


She had my attention and | let out a content groan, bucking 
my hips lazily to slide into the tense circle she was making 
with her fingers. Open mouthed, she was still pressing kisses 
to every inch of my skin that she could reach and | turned 
my head to catch her lips with mine. The scratch of my 
stubble against her cheek made her catch her breath and 
groan. 


"| was so scared," she whispered, her voice so soft it barely 
broke the silence. 


"You were so brave," | countered. Now that | had her away 
from danger, | could afford to be impressed. Here, in my 
fortress of a home, nobody could get to her and I was going 
to make sure it always stayed that way. 


| kissed her deeply, pushing all the feelings | had about her 
into it, so that she would have no doubt about how deep my 
love for her went. | loved that she was clinging to me, but | 
hated that she felt she had to. 


Her blunted teeth grazed over my collarbone when | slid my 
hand down between us too, and my thick, blunt fingers 
found the engorged little nub of her clit. She let out a 
breathy moan and her thighs clamped together more tightly 
as | let my fingers circle her sex and my thumb pad flickered 
over her clit again. 


Her hand on me stalled, and then she squeezed more 
tightly, finding her pace again, in time with my touch. 


| loved how easy she was to read, and how responsive she 
was to everything | did to her. She made me hungry to taste 
her and | could feel my mouth watering just thinking about 
it. 


Chloe 


Naked on Roman's bed, | felt so much more secure than | 
had earlier in the evening. Finally, the adrenaline coursing 
through my body was starting to fade. 


Every touch Roman lavished on me made the horror that the 
night could have turned into fade far away. | didn't have to 
focus on the wreck of my car, or what had probably 
happened to Dad's boat when his hands were playing over 
me like he knew exactly where to touch to get me to cry out. 


He ducked down and his hot mouth closed over my clit, his 
tongue flickering over me, shooting sharp, urgent heat right 
through me. | cried out, arching up against him. His cock 
was no longer in my hands and | missed the heat of him and 
the smoothness of his skin, but Roman wasn't about to let 
me. 


| nearly died when | felt his teeth nibble gently against me 
and then he slid his tongue lower, delving deep inside me. | 
groaned and my hands buried themselves in his hair, pulling 
him in more firmly against me. 


| needed his mouth. Needed the press of his nose rubbing 
against me with every thrust into me his tongue made. | 
swear he had to be part lizard. Whatever he was doing with 
his mouth, it wasn't all human. 


And | felt like | was melting into boneless heep. Everything 
was sheer sensation and he was relentless, driving me closer 
towards the edge. | groaned again, and it didn't sound 
human. Everything in me was need. 


All | wanted was to obliterate the way I'd felt when Molino 
had crept into the house, and Roman was doing a great job 


in making sure he was the only man who would ever be on 
my mind. 


After this, | was going to be officially ruined for all other 
men. No one would be able to touch me without me thinking 
about Roman, and | felt dirty just thinking about anybody 
else touching me at all. 


Roman slid his tongue out and for a minute | thought he was 
letting me up, but then he pinned me more firmly to the bed 
and | felt his hard, heavy cock against the inside of my 
thigh, right by my knee. His tongue darted in again, and my 
hips jackknifed, seeking more pressure from his mouth. He 
didn't disappoint. 


| groaned again, shouting out his name as Roman pressed 
me down firmly against the mattress, and when | came it 
was like falling, tumbling down knowing he was there to 
catch me. My first orgasm rolled into another when he 
refused to let me up and his tongue kept going, his nose 
driving against my clit. 


| couldn't believe what he was doing to me. | couldn't 
believe that | was still hungry for more. 


But | was. 


When he let up | was shaky and desperate for his mouth. | 
didn't care that | could taste myself on him. | had to have his 
lips and | wanted his still-hard erection in my hand. 


Without a word, | started palming over his length, my 
breathing racing as | looked at him. Roman met my eyes and 
| saw pleasure clouding his face. 


"Chloe..." 
"Hush. Let me do this. | want this." 


His lips quirked up into a smile like he thought he'd won 
some grand prize. 


"What do you want?" 


| caught my lip with my teeth and let out a groan. Pride 
shouldn't have mattered. It didn't matter. And I refused to be 
embarrassed when we'd already done so many things 
together. He'd taken my virginity and had me in so many 
ways, this was nothing to be ashamed of. 


"I want you to come all over me." 


Somehow it was the most important thing in the world. | 
wanted him to mark me and | wanted to paint his seed all 
over my belly and have him press against me skin to 
Slippery skin. 


Roman groaned and a new sense of urgency made his hips 
pitch into my grip with a renewed sense of energy. | grinned, 
breathing out with relief as | realized he was just as turned 
on by the idea as | was. 


"I want your seed all over me," | whispered, pumping him 
harder. Roman let out another moan and | felt his cock 
twitch and jump in my hand. 


| watched his face as | drew him closer, and it was beautiful 
seeing the moment he crumpled and his balls tightened, 
pulling up close to his body before he shot, hard and true. 
He had to angle his cock down to splatter my stomach, and | 
groaned at the feel of his hot cum pooling on my stomach. 


| trailed a messy hand through the puddle, smoothing it all 
along my body and Roman spewed another wave out onto 
me. 


"Yes. Yes Chloe!" 


| could smell him all over me, and that was exactly what | 
wanted on some deep, primal level. | smeared his cum 
against me, pressing my wet hand to his abdomen and he 
groaned, letting himself sink down on top of me. 


His wet, sticky cock was turning limp but I didn't care. We 
ground together, skin to slippery skin, kissing hard and slow 
and desperate, until somehow Roman bundled us under the 
covers and eventually my pulse began to settle. 


In his arms, | was safe. And no other man would dare to 
touch me. 


CHAPTER 30 


Roman 


| knew as soon as | brought Chloe and her father home to my 
apartment that | never wanted to let her out of my sight 
again. She was mine to protect and that was that. When we 
tumbled into my bed together, it only confirmed how much 
she had to be mine. 


| had been foolish to underestimate the men doing business 
out of Cuba, using her father's boats. Perhaps | had been too 
arrogant in thinking that all | had to do was scare them off, 
that the reputation of the Bratva would be enough to keep 
Chloe safe. 


After seeing Chloe's car explode into flames and finding that 
her father's boat - the same boat where | had taken Chloe for 
the first time, and made her mine - had gone the same way, 

| knew | had been wrong. In Miami, my reputation was as a 
playboy. One of the rich elite, and because of the way the 
Bratva ran, | had made sure my hands looked clean. | took 
pains to make sure there was enough legitimacy in the 
trades | made and the companies | fronted that it was too 
complicated to find the truth. 


And now these shits thought that they could threaten Chloe, 
because they didn't know who they were dealing with. 


All that had to change. As soon as possible. 


When Chloe finally fell asleep in my arms, | stared up at the 
ceiling, whirring through all the plans | had to reap revenge 
for what Molino had done to her father's business. 


When the sun was just starting to lighten the sky, | slipped 
out of bed, careful not to wake her. 


In the kitchen | made myself a cup of tea and went out onto 
the balcony to do my morning exercises. Somehow pushing 
myself through fifty more push-ups than usual was exactly 
what | needed. The ache was cathartic. 


And | needed a clear head for what was going to come next. 
| set things in motion with a series of phone calls. 


On the one hand, | had to shut the Cubans down and get 
them out of Sunny Isles, away from my patch and the 
marina, and on the other hand, | had to make sure Chloe was 
under my wing for good. 


Igor returned to the apartment at first light and | was ready 
to greet him. 


The pictures he showed me of the remains of Chloe's father's 
boat - The Spoonbill - made me grit my teeth. They'd 
torched it the same way they'd torched Chloe's car. And | 
wasn't going to stand for that. 


These idiots had made the wrong decision when they'd 
targeted Chloe's family. Their little territory transporting 
goods back and forth from Cuba might have been no 
interest to the Bratva at large, but now it was very 
interesting to me. 


"Who does Tony Molino work for?" 


With his hands deep in his pockets, Igor shrugged. "I do not 
have a name. But | have a place they do business." 


| nodded. "Good enough. You and | will need to make a visit 
to this place." 


"Absolutely, boss. When do you want to go?" 


That was what | liked about Igor. He never asked stupid 
questions, he understood innately when certain things had 
to be done, and he never shied away from making a serious 
decision. 


He might not have had the track record of a Bratva hitman, 
but he was my man and that was worth more to me. | knew 
that between us, we would get the job done. 


| steepled my fingers. "No time like the present." 


We took Igor's car rather than one that could have been tied 
directly to me. His was from a hire company, because | 
always made sure my staff had company cars to use rather 


than their own. It made sure that they always had the right 
vehicle for the job and that they were never going to show 
me up by arriving in something with rusted holes in chassis. 


Igor took us toward the marina, but it was a building in the 
docks that he led me towards, where there was a workers' 
cafe already filled with people. 


| recognized Molino through the window, and he started as 
soon as he saw me, hesitating a moment too long before he 
slunk out to the kitchens, no doubt making for the back 
door. He wasn't my main concern. And in that moment when 
he'd paused, I'd seen him glance towards the table at the 
back. 


| wouldn't have needed his clue to figure out that the best 
dressed guy in the place was the ring leader. He had to have 
a decade on the other men, who were clearly a mixture of 
workers and heavies. It was nothing | couldn't handle. I'd 
started out getting my hands dirty just like my colleagues, 
even though lately my reputation was as white as snow. 


There was a bell over the door and it jangled when | pushed 
it open and silence filtered across the tables in the wake of 
its ring. | didn't stand still waiting for a welcome, instead | 
walked straight to the back table and pulled out a chair. 


"My name is Roman Dvornikov. | am here to tell you that you 
made a mistake last night. We should talk it over." 


The man raised a greying eyebrow, looking up from his 
breakfast plate and then he let out a short laugh, shaking 
his head. 


"Somebody get this cabbage eater outta my face." 


"I give you my name, and you insult me. Now, you have 
made another mistake. | am not a patient man. | advise you 
not to test me." 


"Listen, I'm having my breakfast. What the hell is this 
about?" 


"You should ask Tony Molino. Perhaps you should be more 
aware of what your men decide to do." 


The man's face hardened and his eyes rose past me, no 
doubt looking for the man I'd called out. 


"Tony! Where's Tony. What did the little shit do this time?" 


Back in the kitchen there was a scuffle and then the swing 
doors pushed open and one of the goons had Molino in an 
arm lock. 


"What did you do, Tony, that | have this Russian gentleman 
disturbing my breakfast?" 


"Nothing. | swear to you. | didn't do nothing that didn't need 
doing. These guys are trying to muscle in on our operation." 


He turned to me again, gesturing with his fork. "That true?" 


| leaned in, arms flat on the table top. "Your operation is a 
drop of piss in the ocean of what we do. | have no interest in 
it at all." 


"So what the hell are you doing here giving me indigestion?" 
"Your man has crossed a line. | am here to make him pay." 
"What d'you do, Tony? Say sorry to the man." 


"It is too late for that." | stood up, scraping the chair back 
and grabbed Tony by the arm, yanking him away from the 
goon who had hold of him. "Let's you and me go for a walk, 
yes?" 


"Woah! Woah - you can't let him do that. I'm sorry, okay! | 
only meant to scare 'em!" 


Tony's boss didn't say a word. He ducked his head, taking a 
long slow sip of his coffee as | marched Tony out of the 
building. In the glass of the window, | saw him tucking back 
into his eggs. 


Igor had the car door open, ready and waiting and | shoved 
Tony into the back seat. 


"We're going for a little drive, Tony." 


"Oh shit, man. You don't gotta do this." 


| slipped into the driver's seat, trusting Igor to keep our 
hostage under control with his gun firmly pointed at him. | 
glanced at him in the mirror. 


"See that is where you are wrong. | let you get away with 
disrespecting me the way you have, then all the other little 
cucarachas like you are going to come out of the woodwork 
and think that they can behave like this." 


Tony shook his head emphatically. "No man, you got it all 
wrong. See, | thought you was trying to muscle in on our 
territory. No harm, no foul, right?" 


"You set fire to my girlfriend's car. You broke into her house 
in the middle of the night and you torched her father's boat. 
Make no mistake, Tony, there has been harm and foul." 


The man went very silent after that and | didn't look away 
from the road again. 


The traffic was light this time of the morning and | drove us 
across the bridge to the Oleta River State Park. | paid my 
parking and we got out of the car, all three of us. 


Igor still had his gun pressed to the small of Tony's back and 
| had my Glock holstered inside my jacket. | nodded to Igor 
and grabbed hold of Tony's arm, yanking him towards the 
trail head. 


"Come on Tony, we are going for a walk. Just the two of us." 


Oleta River was like a little section of the Everglades right 
up close to Sunny Isles. Early morning, there weren't so 
many people around and that suited me just fine. | shoved 
Tony ahead of me along the trail towards the edge of the 
river where the mangrove trees came down low close to the 
water. 


Later in the day the place was popular with cyclists and 
people paddle-boarding on the water, but early, it was quiet 
enough, especially away from the main areas. 


"Where are we going?" 
“Down to the water. You like the water, right Tony?" 


He hesitated and | gave him a shove to keep him moving. 
“There's alligators in there, man." 


| nodded. "I Know that." 


He struggled, but he had no chance of getting away. | was 
too strong for that, and he was too panicked. Fear makes a 
man weak and stupid and | knew that Tony Molino was 
afraid. Just like Chloe had been when he refused to leave her 
family alone. 


"Let's be reasonable, huh? You seem like a reasonable kind 
of guy. | mean - you got everything a guy could ever want. 
You don't wanna go getting put in jail for murder." 


“Murder? Tony, you have it all wrong." 
a do?" 


"Absolutely. You are going to be the unfortunate victim of a 
fatal alligator attack. They are very rare, you know. 
Alligator's don't even like to eat humans. Mostly. They are 
too large." 


He drew in a breath and I could hear his voice shaking. "I'm 
definitely too big, man. They're not gonna eat me." 


| shrugged. "We will see." 


CHAPTER 31 


Chloe 


| stirred, rubbing at my eyes and blinking against the 
sunlight as Roman opened the blackout curtains in his 
bedroom, letting in the streaming sunshine. After having 
been convinced | wasn't going to be able to sleep at all, the 
calmness of his room and the security | felt with him right 
next to me meant that | slept better than | had in weeks. 


| guess I'd been pretty exhausted after everything from the 
night before. But it wasn't only that. | really felt at home 
with him, like | was meant to be here in a way that | hardly 
ever felt elsewhere. 


| smoothed a hand down my belly, grinning at the feel of the 
dried-on stickiness left over on my skin from the night 
before. 


I'd thought the bed in his guest room was comfortable, but 
his mattress must have been handcrafted by magical elves 
because it felt like sleeping on a cloud. How he'd even 
pretended to sleep on the ancient foam padding that served 
as a mattress on my Dad's boat | didn't even know. | guess 
that showed how much of a gentleman he was, because he 
hadn't complained once. 


"Morning," | murmured mustily, sitting up against the 
pillows. He leaned down to kiss me, and | couldn't stop 
myself from letting his tongue slide deeply into my mouth 
and letting out a moan at the thrill he always set right 
through me. Maybe one day I'd stop being surprised by what 
he did to me without fail, but | didn’t think that was ever 
going to happen. 


He was already dressed, and from the look of him, he'd been 
up for a while, creeping around me letting me lie in as late 
as | wanted. 


"You slept well?" 
"Yeah. | think I'm in love with your bed." 
Roman laughed. "That is a good start." 


| tilted my head at him, folding my arms across my chest, 
over the sheets. "Hey, not just your bed." 


"No?" 

"No. | guess I'm in love with you too." 
"That is convenient." 

"Yeah? Just a little bit." 


"I think so. Because | am very much in love with you." 


| trailed my fingers over his cheek, enjoying the scrape of his 
stubble against my skin and | let myself breathe out, 
relaxing into the truth of that. For the first time | was really 
beginning to trust that he meant what he was saying. Why 
else would he come and rescue me in the middle of the 
night? Why else would I feel so at home with him? 


| couldn't stop the smile on my face. 


Last night he'd come to get me without hesitation, and he'd 
taken me and Dad under his wing like there was no other 
option at all. That wasn't the kind of thing you did for just 
some girl you were having fun with. He could have put us up 
in a hotel so easily, without even feeling the cost of it. He 
didn't have to bring us back to his home. 


"Will you be okay here with your father and the dogs today? 
| have meetings | have to go to." 


"Oh, sure. No problem." It shouldn't have surprised me that 
he actually had work to do. Of course he did, no one got as 
rich as he did by sitting around twiddling their thumbs, but 
somehow it still surprised me. | couldn't exactly see him 
going into the office to sit behind a desk all day. But | guess 
at his level, business didn't have to be done like that. 


He gave me a short nod and leaned in for another extended 
kiss before he pulled away, making a low plaintive sound as 
he did so. 


"ĮI will see you later." 


| watched him walk out of the room, peering at the way his 
pants clung to his muscled ass and | bit my lip, flopping 
back against the pillows. | had to be in heaven. Maybe I'd 
died the night before after all. 


Before | could let myself drift back to sleep in a comfortable 
cloud, | heaved myself out of bed and went straight for the 
shower. 


Roman's bathroom was laid out pretty similarly to the guest 
suite, but the tub looked over the glass shower wall, and the 
shower itself had a view right out to sea, with nothing but 
the window between you and the ocean. 


We were high up enough that being seen naked wasn't even 
a worry, except for the birds and it was kind of like 
showering outside. Except for the fact that there were no 
bugs to contend with and the rainforest showerhead built 
into the ceiling had about a million different settings anda 
massage head on the wall. 


| was all wrinkled up by the time I got out. It was a relief to 
see that Igor had already brought some of my things over, 
and Roman must have brought the bags into the bedroom, 
so | didn't have to wander out in my PJs. 


All the same, it felt a little bit odd to realize that he'd gone 
through my underwear drawer as well as all the rest of my 


closet. Then again, the alternative was going commando and 
having everyone in the place know it. Which was not at the 
top of my list of fun things to do ever. 


| pulled on a pair of shorts and a tee over my panties and 
bra and found Dad with his leg up, stretched out on the 
couch and Luba putting a tray of breakfast together for him. 


| rolled my eyes fondly. "Hey Dad. You okay?" 
"Absolutely. Luba here was just telling me all about Krakow." 
"Oh that's nice. You look like you're settling in." 


"I never knew what a place like this looked like on the inside, 
you know? This Roman guy of yours. He's... doing pretty well 
for himself, huh?" 


| gave a noncommittal shrug. "Uh, yeah, | guess you could 
say that." My Dad wasn't the kind of guy to know who was 
who when it came to local celebrities or even investment 
moguls. 


“Decent guy though. Nice of him to put us both up." 
"He wouldn't have just left us there." 


Dad see-sawed his head, scrunching his nose up. "Yeah... but 
| bet he could do without your old man cramping his style 
while he's busy romancing you." 


| rolled my eyes. "He's romanced me enough already." 
"Is that so?" 


"Oh come on Dad, don't get like that. Like you said, he's a 
decent guy." 


"I can see that. He's the guy you've been seeing, huh? He's 
real good to you, | can see that. That's all any father wants 
for their daughter. You know?" 


| sat down on the other side of the L of the sofa, more 
warmed than he could possibly know by his words. Deep 
down I'd known he'd always be okay with our relationship, 
once he got to know Roman, but it was such a relief to know 
that he didn't have a problem with him at all. "Yeah, | guess 
SO." 


"And you like him, huh? That's the main bit you gotta worry 
about." 


"Of course | like him." | could feel myself blushing. The last 
thing | really wanted was to talk about my relationship with 
Roman with my father, but then again, if we were getting 
serious, it would have been something I'd have to do sooner 
or later. 


| squinted at him and took a deep breath, deciding to go 
right ahead and confront the part | wasn't sure about. The 
bit that had been niggling at me. 


"You don't care that he's older than me?" 


My Dad wrinkled his nose again, and made a hand gesture 
like he was pushing that concern very far to one side. "I care 
that he makes you happy. You look happy to me. And the 
pair of you... You got that connection. You get around a bit, 
you see these couples that everyone's tellin' you are made 
for each other, but they ain't got that connection. You two? 
You've got it. Me and your Mom, we had it too. That's all you 
really need. Keeps you together." 


| bit my lip to keep my grin in check and to try to dull out 
the pressure of the lump that was suddenly in my throat. | 
knew exactly what he meant about having a connection, 
and I'd felt it so fast with Roman. | didn't need to go out with 
him for months and years to know that no one else was ever 
going to feel as right to me as he did. 


Somehow | managed to pull it together. Dad wouldn't know 
what to do with himself if | started blubbing all over the 
place. 


“Thanks Dad." | pushed myself up from the sofa to go and 
help myself to some food, just as Luba set Dad's tray down 
next to him. | watched for a minute as she fussed over him, 
tickled that he didn't try to fight her off when she tucked a 
napkin into his collar and fetched another pillow for his leg. 


Something told me he was going to be okay with staying 
here a while. Trust Dad to get himself looked after like this. 


At least | wasn't going to have to twist his arm not to push 
himself too hard if Luba was set on fussing over him like 
that. It didn't exactly look like he knew how to say no to her. 


"I'm going to take the dogs out after breakfast. You need 
anything while I'm out?" 


Dad looked up over his shoulder at me and gestured back to 
the set up he had going. Big screen TV, all the food he could 
possibly dream of, and Luba on hand. 


| laughed. "Okay, never mind. I'll leave you to it." 


CHAPTER 32 


Chloe 


In the evening, the newspapers showed the fire at the 
marina and my heart sank when Dad came through to the 
living room and slumped down on the sofa with his bad knee 
up, flicking through the pictures of the destruction the fire 
had caused. 


| knew exactly what he was seeing. That was our livelihood. 
Even if the insurance paid out for repairs, the boat would be 
out of commission for most of the peak season. We'd have to 
pay back deposits for all the trips that had already been 
confirmed. By the time we got it back in action, there might 
not even be a business left since the Spoonbill had been the 
best boat we had. 


We had the evening news on the TV, volume down low, 
because Dad was still torturing himself going over the 
newspaper, looking at all the pictures of the damage done at 
the marina. 


The pair of us looked up when Roman walked in with an arm 
full of Chinese carry out, and the dogs got to their feet, 
padding over to watch him set the containers down on the 
kitchen island unit. 


"I have dinner." 


On screen, the news anchor was talking about an alligator 
attack in Oleta Park. 


"Smells good." 


My eyes flickered over to him as the reporter carried on 
talking. 


"The body of a man identified as local gangster Tony Molino 
was found earlier today. It appears he was the victim of an 

alligator attack. Pest and Wildlife Control are surveying the 
area for signs of any aggressive gators in the vicinity" 


| hit mute on the TV, glancing at my Dad to see whether 
he'd been paying attention, but he was still rifling through 
the papers, so | killed the screen. 


| stood up from the sofa and idled over to the kitchen, eyes 
narrowing on Roman. 


"You see that on the news?" 
"What's that?" 

"Molino just turned up as fish food." 
"How strange." 


"Yeah. Real spooky." 


Roman pulled out a spring roll and took a crunchy bite. 


| folded my arms across my chest. "You wouldn't have 
anything to do with that?" 


Roman leaned in, holding the other half of the spring roll out 
to me. | watched him chew and swallow, then he tilted his 
head and shrugged. "I thought it was an alligator attack." 


"I thought you hadn't heard about it." 


He shrugged again. "I must have picked up something on 
the radio." 


“Roman... did you?" | cut myself off, glancing over my 
shoulder at my Dad, who was oblivious, still mourning over 
the boat, his frown crumpling in at the endless pictures 
reduced to just more local news. Just another unfortunate 
accident. 


"Chloe, | would do anything it takes to make sure nobody 
ever messes with you or your father. Molino crossed a line." 


| felt a shiver go through me. Roman was standing there, 
looking me dead in the eye, refusing to deny that he'd killed 
a man. Because of me. 


The truly terrifying part was that | was glad he had done it. 
He was right. Molino and the others thought they could bully 
us into doing what they wanted, and that wasn't going to 


stop. It was going to take a long time for the insurance to 
come through so Dad could get the boat up and running 
again, and the business was going to take a real hit. If they 
asked again, Dad wasn't going to be in a position to say no. 


This way, everyone knew that we were off limits, and 
protected. 


| let out a slow breath, weighing up the uneasiness in my gut 
with what | knew would have happened if he hadn't done 
something so drastic and the fact that while | knew | was 
supposed to be horrified, | wasn't. | was secretly flattered 
and thrilled. 


"You can't just-" 
"Protect you? Why not?" 


| let out a heavy sigh, shaking my head. | didn't have the 
answer to that. 


"Where's the sweet chili sauce?" | asked, instead of dwelling 
on it. Roman got the container out of the bag and | dunked 
the spring roll and took a bite of my own. 


The world was dog eat dog, and I'd been on the rotten end of 
that for a long time. Both me and Dad had done so many 
things to scrape by, keeping respectable and it hadn't paid 
off. We'd gotten tangled up with far worse men than Roman. 


So maybe this was better - to be with a good man who did 
whatever it took to protect his family. Maybe that's all the 
Bratva was. 


"Hey Dad, Roman got Chinese food. It's real good. You want 
some?" 


Roman reached out to touch my wrist, and | looked up at 
him, meeting his eyes. "Chloe? You said you knew who | 
was." 


| nodded. "I do. And it's fine. Thank God for the gators, huh?" 


Roman passed me a plate and | watched him dish out one 
for himself and one for my Dad. Damn the man, how could | 
be mad at him for taking care of us? 


Plates full, he strolled over to the living room and sat down, 
handing over Dad's food. | took a seat next to him, 
snuggling in against his side as he flipped the TV screen 
over to a web page he was browsing across from his iPad. 


"This is my second boat. | think perhaps you could use it for 
your trips, until everything is sorted out again." 


My eyes widened, and | know my Dad's expression matched 
mine. "You don't need it?" 


"I have another boat." 


"I thought your friends were using it?" 


Roman shrugged. "I am... only a pleasure seeker. | can find 
pleasure in other things." 


My father stiffened. "We don't need your charity." 


| wanted to jab him in the ribs with my elbow. Yes, we did 
need his charity. Unless we wanted to wind up on the street, 
we needed all the help we could get. 


But Roman jumped in before | could say anything. 
"It is not charity. It is an investment." 
"What?" 


Roman shrugged. "I am a businessman. | want to fill the 
marina with boats that will not work with these men who 
want to do illegal runs in the middle of the night. | want to 
close the business opportunity for them in Miami, to open 
the way for more legitimate concerns. | think it will be better 
for everybody." 


Dad nodded, and | felt the tension ease out of my shoulders. 
"You're right about that. That's for sure." 


Roman gave me a pointed look, raising his eyebrows as if to 
say his point had just been made for him. 


"Sometimes you need to cut out the rot." 


CHAPTER 33 


Roman 


The next day | was up early again. | might have solved the 
problem with Tony Molino, but there was still another part to 
this, and | wouldn't be able to sleep properly until | had it all 
resolved. 


As soon as the hands of my watch ticked to a vaguely 
acceptable time of the morning, | dialed Destiny's number. 


She sounded half asleep when she picked up. 
"Hello?" 


| frowned, irritated that | had apparently mistimed my call. | 
wanted her to be on side. "It's Roman. | need you to do mea 
favor. It is about Chloe." 


| heard a rustling sound and | could imagine Chloe's friend 
sitting up sharply in bed. "What's going on? Is everything 
okay? | saw her Dad's boat on the news." 


"Yes. She is fine. You will meet me, today, yes?" 


"Uh... sure thing. No problem. Whatever | can do to help." 


Destiny was a responsible woman, and as Chloe had told me 
many times, her true best friend. That was why I knew | had 
to involve her. | needed someone who knew Chloe even 
better than | had come to. 


"Come to the apartment. | will make sure Chloe is out." 


| disconnected the call before she could argue with me, and | 
knew from my previous interaction with her, that she 
wouldn't even try. To her | was still the client, and she was 
still determined to do whatever needed to be done. That 
would have to change. If Chloe and | were together, then she 
would have to start seeing me as a friend and | hoped it 
wouldn't take long for her to remember the difference. 


| had breakfast with Chloe and her father, and then claimed 
work that needed doing in my office before another string of 
meetings around the city. Chloe did her best not to pout, but 
| could see she would have rather not spent another day 
alone. 


She took the dogs out, and | told her to take her time. 
The deception was all for the greater good. 


No sooner had she gone than Destiny arrived. Igor popped 
his head out of the security room and gave me a curious 
look. But | shrugged him off. 


"Destiny. Come in, come in. This way." 


She stepped off the elevator, letting me usher her through, 
away from Igor's suspicions. "Hi Roman. Why am I here 
exactly?" 


"One moment. You will see." 


| showed her through to the bedroom and watched her eyes 
widen as | opened the door on the side of the closet | had 
designated for Chloe, taking in the scant line of dresses and 
high heels carefully set out in the interior. 


"Do you have something you're not telling me?" she joked 
uneasily, and if | wasn't mistaken she turned a little green. "| 
really don't want to hear it if you're about to tell me you've 
been secretly married this whole time. Chloe would flip." 


| let out a dry laugh. "No. They are Chloe's. | bought them for 
her. But... | need your help to get her more things. Things 
that are more her style." 


"What?" Her eyebrows furrowed together in utter confusion 
and | waited it out, my face entirely neutral. "Seriously? You 
want me to pick out a wardrobe for her?" 


| shrugged. 


Every single item was in Chloe's size, and they all had the 
tags still on them, but she still seemed reluctant to wear 
them. "I asked my personal shopper to pick out some things, 
but | don't think she understands what Chloe wants." 


"Are you serious? Is this for real?" 


"Why would this be a joke? She will be with me when I go to 
these... events and parties." 


Destiny folded her arms across her chest and cocked her hip. 
"So, let me get this right? You're saying you don't think she 
has anything to wear that's good enough? And you don't 
want to let her pick out her own things?" 


| looked at her, straight on. "I think her entire wardrobe costs 
less than that dress you are holding. And | want everyone to 
know that | value her. | think she won't choose the kind of 
things | want her to have. She is worth more than she thinks 
she is." 


Destiny sighed, and I knew I was starting to win her over. 
"Yeah, she is. You value her?" 

"Yes. Very much." 

"And her clothes really matter that much?" 


| shrugged. | hadn't been entirely truthful with her. "Perhaps 
not. But if you know what clothes she likes to wear then 
perhaps you will know what jewelry she likes as well." 


Destiny's eyebrows rose again, and her arms unfolded, 
falling slack by her sides. "Jewelry?" 


| had wanted to keep this a surprise until we were actually in 
the store, but it seemed as though Destiny was going to 
need an explanation before | got her there. 


"Rings. Engagement rings." 


Destiny's eyes lit up in an instant smile and she clapped a 
hand over her mouth. "Oh my God! You're going to marry my 
Chloe! | can't even - Oh my God." 


| gritted my teeth, enduring the display of enthusiasm | had 
been trying to avoid. | didn't want to jinx anything, there 
was no good news until Chloe decided she was going to 
have me for the rest of our lives together. 


"I hope so. That is the plan. Which is why | need your help." 


Destiny touched my arm, squeezing my shoulder warmly. 
“Don't worry Roman, we'll find her the perfect ring. We've 
got this." 


CHAPTER 34 


Chloe 


Only when I got the dogs downstairs did | fully realize that 
my car was not in fact parked in my usual spot. Because it 
was back home on the curb, in a pile of blackened smoky 
water from the fire hoses. Absolutely totaled. 


If | hadn't been so loved up | probably would have realized 
that sooner. 


"Okay you two, change of plans. We're hitting up the local 
dog park. No beach for you today." 


It was too hot to walk them all the way to Haulover. With 
their thick black coats they'd have tongues a mile and a half 
long by the time I got them there. And | didn't particularly 
feel like testing the limits of their walking abilities along the 
main roads. 


According to Google it was only about a ten minute walk up 
to Heritage Park and that was about what | figured they 
could handle on the hot asphalt. 


When we got to the off leash section and they'd had fun 
bounding around for a while, | dialed Destiny's number while 
the dogs played together and | hung out in the shade. 


Unusually for her, she didn't pick up immediately. 


"Oh, hi Chloe." She didn't exactly sound thrilled to hear from 
me. | frowned, wondering what was going on. 


"Hey. | just wanted to say hi. You’ll never guess what 
happened to me last night." 


"Actually, Chlo this is kind of a bad time, I-" In the 
background, it sounded like she was in a shopping mall. 
Unusually for her there was no sound of screaming babies. 
And she had to be covering over the mouthpiece of her 
phone because she was talking kind of quiet. "I'm kind of 
busy right now." 


"Oh." | frowned. In all our years of friendship, Desta had 
never once blown me off. She wasn't that kind of person. 
She always made time for her friends. And if she couldn't 
pick up the phone, she usually sent a silly text. It was 
unheard of for her to pick up to tell anyone to leave her 
alone. 


"I'm just - in the middle of something, okay? We can catch 
up tomorrow or-" 


In the background, | heard a voice that | was becoming very, 
very familiar with. Roman's soft blend of Slavic and the 
Florida edge he's picked up was pretty distinctive. 


"Destiny, which one do you like better?" 


| felt my heart clench painfully. He'd said he had meetings 
all day. My head was reeling and the world under my feet felt 
suddenly destabilized. 


"Is that Roman?" | heard myself ask. My voice was way too 
calm. My best friend didn't answer me. 


"Chloe." 


| hung up and forced myself to breathe. Kosh bounded up to 
me with a ball he'd found and | nearly ended up on my ass 
when he jumped up, trying to get me to play with him. 


"No Kosh! Down. Bad dog!" | shouted at him before | could 
get a handle on myself and he gave me a snarl in return, 
before bounding off to find someone else to play with. 


What the hell did it mean that my best friend was keeping 
secrets from me, with the man | was falling in love with? | 
couldn't believe she'd hurt me like that. Or that Roman 
would be involved with her when he knew from the start how 
close we were. It didn't make any sense. 


So why was I so upset? 


| had a lump in my throat the size of a golf ball, and | was 
distracted and blurry eyed when | called the dogs back. | 
didn't know what to do. 


If | went back to Roman's place and waited for him to come 
home, then we'd have to have it out in front of my Dad. And 
| didn't think | could bare the humiliation right after I'd told 
him everything between us was perfect. 


How could | be so stupid? Destiny was always telling me | 
thought everyone was way nicer than they were. | just never 
expected that to apply to her as well. 


Shit. 
What was | going to do? 
Roman 


| swerved the car into the valet parking and slammed the 
door open, stalking over to the guest elevator and jabbing at 
the call button. Right now | didn't have the patience to wait 
for the car to be locked into the elevator to bring us up 
inside it. | needed to get inside my apartment and get to 
Chloe. 


Behind me, Destiny got out of the car, trying to juggle half a 
dozen shopping bags. "Leave them,” | growled. "They will 
bring them up." 


Wide eyed, she nodded at me with the same kind of worry in 
them that I felt deep in my gut. 


She was right next to me stepping into the elevator as | 
slotted my key in and pressed the button for the penthouse. 


"What did she say?" 


Destiny shook her head. "She - she asked if you were there, 
and then she hung up." 


"Why didn't you say something?" 


"| - | didn't know what to say. Look it's going to be okay. We 
can explain everything." 


My fingers tapped impatiently against the leg of my pants 
and | clenched my jaw, willing the floors to go past faster, 
even though my ears were popping painfully. 


As soon as the doors opened, | burst into the apartment, 
almost jogging to the living room, but Chloe wasn't there. 
Her father looked up from the TV. 


"Where is Chloe?" 


"I don't know. She hasn't come back yet. She's still out with 
the dogs." 


"When did she leave?" 


"| dunno, maybe a couple hours ago?" 


| felt my eyes darken and | let out a low growl that made the 
air rumble. This was not supposed to go this way. 


"Stay here!" | pointed a finger at Destiny and she stepped 
back as though she thought | was gearing up to hit her. The 
girl had some good instincts on her. 


"Sure. No problem. I'll call you if she comes back." 
"What's going on?" Now her father was worried too. 


Destiny shook her head. "Don't worry Mr. Wilson. It's just a 
misunderstanding. Roman asked me to pick up some things 
for Chloe as a surprise and I think she got the wrong idea." 


Chloe's father grimaced. "Uh oh. You better go talk her down 
before it blows up into a hurricane." 


| let out another growl and turned on my heel, back towards 
the elevator. 


| had to find Chloe. 


| took a guess that she would have gone to a nearby dog 
park. Without her car, there were only so many options, and 
| set off on foot, not trusting that | would be able to stop the 
car in time if | saw her on the sidewalk. 


Before | knew it, | had broken into a run. She was everything 
| wanted and | wasn't about to let it all fall apart right at the 
finish line. This was a race | was going to win, and | wasn't 


going to let Chloe push me away, no matter how angry with 
me she was. 


| don't know what | expected, but it wasn't what | found. 


Chloe was sitting on a bench in the middle of the dog park, 
with each of my babies snuggled up under her arms. 


She wiped at her face when she saw me, and the dogs 
bounded over. | was out of breath and my shirt was sticking 
to my back, but | didn't care. I'd found her. 


Chloe darted to her feet, face turning into a scowl and she 
walked towards me and shoved my dogs leashes into my 
hand. 


"You better take them. Maybe you need to teach Destiny to 
be a better dog person, huh?" 


| grabbed her arm before | could stop myself and she 
wheeled around, looking outraged that | was holding her 
back. 


"Get off me! What, you think I'm an idiot? | don't know what 
you two have going on, but I'm not playing third wheel, 
okay?" 


"Chloe. Stop." 


"Why? You lied to me! I can't believe | fell for all your shit 
about how you loved me. Meetings all day, huh? How many 


other girls are you stringing along? And Destiny? You had to 
have both of us, is that it?" 


"No!" | was beyond angry. She was running on aggression 
and hurt and | could see that she barely believed what she 
was saying. Her father was right, she was capable of 
whipping herself up into a storm, and | had started it by 
making her feel betrayed. "You are the only woman for me." 


"Then what the hell were you doing with my best friend?" 


| snatched the ring box out of my trouser pocket and held it 
out to her with a snarl on my face to match hers. "This!" 


She couldn't have looked more shocked if I'd hit her. Her 
entire face went slack and she took a solid step back. "W- 
what?" 


| stepped closer, closing the distance that she'd made 
between us and then | got down on one knee. 


Chloe's hands clamped over her mouth and | could see that 
they were shaking. Her eyes welled, looking impossibly 
beautiful, spilling over with tears. She made an ugly 
sounding hiccup, but she couldn't have been more perfect if 
she tried. 


"Chloe, will you marry me? | want to spend the rest of my life 
with you. Last night told me that. | don't want to waste a 
minute longer." 


| flipped the velvet lid open and Chloe gasped. Destiny had 
been right. The swirling loops of the Cartier Trinity Ruban 
ring, glistening with diamonds around the larger, slightly 
blue-tinged central stone was as a perfect fit for Chloe as it 
was ever going to get. It was the eye of the storm that she 
was So capable of being, and the whirlpool that had sucked 
me in. 


"Oh my God." 


"You haven't said anything yet," | coaxed gently and she let 
out a shuddering breath full of tears. 


"Yes," she sobbed, tugging at my arms to pull me up to my 
feet and then folding herself into my arms. "Yes. | want to 
marry you, you stupid, stupid man!" 


| stopped her mouth with mine, kissing her hard and deep 
and letting her know without words that she was the only 
one in the world | ever wanted. 


"I love you Chloe." 


"| love you too Roman. God, | love you too." 


CHAPTER 35 


Roman 


Another meeting to set up more secure routes for Bratva 
money took me out of town again, but only a few hours away 
this time. All the same, it was not where | wanted to be. 


Chloe was waiting for me to come and pick her and Destiny 
up and | didn't want to be late. It was the first time we would 
be going out together. The first time | would truly bring 
Chloe somewhere where we were all on show. And | had 
Destiny to thank for the fact that she was my fiancée now. 


| broke the speed limit on the way back to Miami, burning 
rubber in the fast lane. | didn't care. | had enough friends in 
the police if | did get pulled over, but | wasn't expecting to. 


| knew how to drive without being reckless. As long as the 
road was empty, | could let it rip. 


| tugged at my tie and pulled it off, tossing it down onto the 
passenger seat as soon as | closed in on Sunny Isles. | was 
done looking like a businessman for the day. The only thing | 
wanted to do was take Chloe and her friend out and have a 
good time. 


My Miami wasn't all Golf resorts and expensive suits. | could 
have lived anywhere in the world. | came to Sunny Isles for 
the weather, the ocean, and the parties. Miami lived to party 
and it had a vibrant Latin streak running right through it 
that brought color with it that | could only have imagined in 
the white on white of a Moscow winter. 


And that was the world | wanted to show Chloe. 


"Tonight," I'd told her. "Wear something to impress the 
paparazzi." 


She didn't hold back. The dress she’d chosen glinted with 
sequins and clung to her body far more closely than | would 
have liked, given that we were going out in public. | could 
have happily kept her to myself. At least the sparkles 
matched the glinting of her engagement ring. 


| already knew there would be a thousand pictures of her 
hand splashed all over the magazines. They would all 
wonder who she was and where she'd come from, and they 
could keep on guessing. I'd given Igor instructions about 
what to do to journalists who asked too many questions 
about her family life. It wasn't fair to bring her father and 
the business into this to fall under more scrutiny than it had 
to. 


But one way or another, they were going to find out that | 
was engaged to a woman who came from nothing and 
worked the tourist boats. 


She flung her arms around me as | got out of the car and 
Destiny stepped back a step to give us space. | tried to rein 
myself in rather than getting absorbed in the kiss, but with 
Chloe that was nearly impossible. 


"How did it go?" 
"It was fine. Let's go. | am ready to have some fun." 
"Me too." 


| soared Destiny a wave and she grinned at the pair of us. 
"You two look really good together." 


Hearing that from Chloe's best friend was gratifying. She 
might have helped to choose the ring, but until just then | 
hadn't been certain she really trusted what we had together. 
| think part of her had thought that | wasn't really serious. | 
hoped that she had changed her mind. 


She must have been wearing an equally beautiful dress, but 
| had no idea what it looked like. My eyes were only focused 
on Chloe. 


Igor had the limo waiting and would stay sober and on duty, 
ready to drive us back when | called for him. | held the door 
open and the ladies piled into the back seat and | got in 
behind them, sitting across. 


"Where are we going?" 


"That is a surprise." And | wasn't going to apologize about it. 
As I'd instructed, Igor had set a bottle of champagne in the 
cooler and there were three glasses ready and waiting for 
me to pop the cork. 


"To us! And to Destiny, for bringing us together." 


Chloe laughed, raising her glass as | handed it to her and 
she clinked her's against her friend's. "You really did, Desta. 
It's a good thing you're not as good with dogs as you are 
with babies. So, thank you. So much." 


We got through most of the bottle before we pulled up 
outside the club I'd selected for our evening and with one 
girl on each arm, | walked us up to the door. 


| nodded to the doorman and he opened the ropes to let us 
through ahead of the line up. Roman Dvornikov did not have 
to stand in line in Miami. 


Already we could hear the Cuban band playing and Chloe 
looked up over her shoulder at me with a smile on her face 
and a glint in her eyes. Up on the stage, the band was made 
up of true performers. This was no ordinary club relying ona 
DJ in a booth. That, | could provide any evening in any city 
in the world. 


This was unique to Miami. And the city | had come to call my 
home, did it with flare. 


Inside the basement club, everything was dark lighting and 
light shows on the walls, but the main attraction, aside from 
the bar staff shaking cocktails Tom Cruise style, was the 
music. 


You didn't get better musicians than in here. The dance floor 
was always full of people moving, working their way through 
Salsa moves in the tightly packed space. 


Destiny let out an excited sound, and one of the better 
dancers extended a hand, already pulling her into a dance. 
She let herself get pulled onto the dance floor with a laugh. 


I'd picked up enough moves over the years to know how to 
twirl Chloe and bring her in close against me. And really, 
after that, it was all about the hips. And our hips knew 
exactly what to do to grind together without any music. With 
a beat guiding the way, there was no way for us to go wrong. 


Chloe couldn't stop smiling, and | couldn't take my eyes off 
her. She'd clearly done her share of dancing. The way she 
swayed her hips and moved her feet told me that much. 


"Like this, look," she told me, demonstrating the footwork 
pattern. One leg forward, then center, then the other leg 
back. Laughing, | let her guide me through it, until | started 
to pick up when to step with the beat. 


Before Chloe, I'd never considered myself a natural dancer, 
but she brought out talents in me that | never knew were 


there to be discovered. It was good, for the partying to be 
more than just for show. For the first time in a long while, my 
smiles for the paparazzi were real rather than fake. | didn't 
have to pretend to laugh at her jokes, or drink too much to 
avoid being bored to death by whoever it was who was 
trying to bend my ear. 


At the bar | ordered us drinks. Rum for me, and something 
extravagant that came in a whole pineapple for Chloe and 
Destiny. We crowded around a circular table for a breather 
from the dancing and | leaned back with my arm around 
Chloe's shoulders, content to listen to the band. 


Beside me, Chloe never stopped moving to the music. 


"You are having fun?" | asked her, lips close in against her 
earlobe. She was wearing the Cartier earrings again, and 
they added another layer of glitz to her outfit. | loved that 
every inch of her sparkled. 


She nodded, arching her neck up so she could kiss me softly. 
"| love it here." 


"Me too." 


Tonight, that was true. Everything | ever wanted was right 
here, and with Chloe by my side, | knew | could take on 
anything at all. 


Chloe 


Later in the evening, | pulled Desta with me to the bathroom 
and we stumbled in giggling, just like were teenagers all 
over again. 


She looked stunning, but for the first time that | could 
remember, | wasn't comparing myself to her in the mirror. | 
didn't have to. | knew I looked amazing in my own right. And 
it wasn't just the dress and the jewelry, it wasn't even 
having Roman's attention and knowing that it was going 
nowhere. Over the past few weeks something in me had 
shifted. 


I'd been the one to step in when Dad had needed it. I'd been 
the one who'd kept our business ticking over, and I'd 
managed to pull things off that | never thought | would have 
been able to manage. And I was the one who called Roman 
to help when it all got too much, knowing that he would do 
anything to make my problems go away. 


For once, | felt like | was the one in charge of how my life 
went, and I was loving it. 


| peered into the mirror, reapplying my lipstick and | glanced 
across at Destiny. 


"I'm sorry | freaked out on you the other day,” | told her, 
feeling a little heat creep into my cheeks. "You're my best 
friend. | never should have doubted you. You would never 
have done anything with Roman, and | know that." 


Desta nudged my arm. "Chica, you just got an attack of the 
crazies. | get it. If he was mine - if | wanted him to be mine, 
which | don't - | would be totally protective. He's prime real 
estate." 


My smile gleamed, and | held my hand up in the mirror, the 
swirls of my engagement ring glinting in the overhead 
lights. "Not anymore he's not. He's officially off the market." 


Destiny laughed. "Hell yes he is. Didn't | tell you you'd be 
riding around in sports cars this time next year?" 


| bit my lower lip. "I guess you did, huh." | slipped my 
lipstick back into my purse and met her eyes through the 
mirror. "So. | was gonna ask you. You're going to be my Maid 
of Honor, right?" 


Destiny let out a squeal that was the most undignified sound 
I'd heard her make in about a decade. "Oh my God, yes! Yes, 
| totally am!" 


Makeup forgotten, she grabbed me in a hug and | squeezed 
her tight, trying not to let myself cry. "You're my best friend 
in the whole world, you know that right?" 


Destiny nodded. "You better not forget me when you're all 
wrapped up in your new life." 


"Like | could ever do that." 


"Okay. Well, me neither. And you're stuck with me for all 
your wedding planning too, remember that." 


"It's going to be amazing, Destiny. Everything you do always 
is." 


She rolled her eyes at me, but she was smiling. "Maybe I'll 
find the love of my life next." 


"| bet you will." 


She nudged against my arm again, and tucked a stray 
strand of hair out of my face. "Come on. Let's get back out 
there before Roman starts to think I've kidnapped you." 


| slipped my hand into hers. "He is a bit protective" 


"Tell me about it." 


CHAPTER 36 


Chloe 


The dress was perfect. The designer Roman had put me in 
touch with had worked magic. Not only did | actually feel 
comfortable in the dress, | actually felt like some kind of 
princess. | should have, it was the most expensive piece of 
clothing I'd ever tried on. 


But it wasn't about how much it cost. It was about making 
our wedding day the most memorable day of our lives so far. 


| stared at myself in the mirror, trying to stop my hands from 
shaking. Behind me, Destiny looked perfect in the little 
vintage teal bridesmaid dress I'd picked out for her, but 
none of this felt real. 


In a couple hours I'd be walking down the aisle, being given 
away by my dad to one of the richest men in Miami. And 
there were going to be about a million photographers all 
trying to get their shot so they could take me apart piece by 
piece. 


“Breathe, Chlo. You've got this. You've totally got this. You 
get to marry Sunny Isles' most eligible bachelor in the 
middle of a coral sand beach in the middle of a nature 
reserve, just like you always wanted." 


My eyebrows furrowed together and | turned towards her, 
totally distracted from my freak out. "It's not just a beach, 
Destiny. It's a fragile and varied ecosystem." 


Her lips quirked into a smile and she tilted her head. "There 
you are. You back with me now? Come on, you look 
beautiful." 


"Really?" 


"Yes, really. You have no idea how jealous | am. You've got 
the perfect life ahead of you. And Roman is going to want to 
drag you right back to the hotel and leave us all standing 
there." 


| took a deep breath and forced myself to stop panicking. 
"Okay." 


"You're not going to keep him waiting are you?" 


"No." Leaving him up there thinking | wasn't going to come 
out was far, far worse than even the worst scenario | could 
come up with. And I had a few ideas of what | could end up 
doing in front of all the cameras. 


Except maybe skewering my dress with my heel and tripping 
over and ripping the skirt off and being left standing there in 
my bridal stockings and garter belt, nothing was worse than 
leaving Roman standing there thinking | wasn't going to 
show. 


| closed my eyes and took a long string of calming breaths. | 
could do this. 


And if | didn't leave the room soon then | was going to miss 
the sunset I'd wanted as part of our ceremony. 


"Okay. | can do this." 
"Atta girl, Chlo. You've got this." 


The place we'd found was perfectly secluded, a whole 
private island on the Keys, looking out over towards the 
ocean. Right by Key Largo, where we'd been on our first 
date, when we took the boat out snorkeling. I'd wanted an 
intimate ceremony, but Roman had said that the reception 
had to be huge. He wanted to light up the night with 
fireworks and let the world know that there was something 
worth celebrating. 


So we compromised. | got to have my perfect seclusion for 
us to say our vows, and then afterwards, he'd thrown an 
obscene amount of money hosting the reception at the most 
exclusive venue he could find. 


| had no idea how we'd got the invitations out to everyone 
he thought needed to come on time, but it turned out that 
throwing a party was one of the things that Roman did best. 
He had all the contacts ready to plan whatever he had in 
mind, no matter how short notice it was. 


Apparently this was set to be the event of the year, and | 
wasn't sure | was ready for it. 


But it was too late to change my mind now. We had an arbor 
set up on the end of a jetty that stretched out into the 
ocean, and the sun would come to set, staining the sky right 
in front of us as we faced the priest conducting the 
ceremony. 


| gave myself another once over in the mirror and forced 
myself to get it together. No way was | flaking out on this. In 
a lifetime of choices that hadn't panned out, | wasn't going 
to let Roman get away from me. He was the only man who 
made me feel like | really could do whatever | wanted. And 
when he looked at me like | was capable of anything, | guess 
| believed it too. 


| opened the door out to the corridor and my Dad's eyes 
widened when he saw me. 


There he was, waiting for me in his new suit, looking a little 
bit too starched for his liking. But suddenly all his discomfort 
melted away. 


"Oh, honey. You look beautiful." 


Roman had gotten him a brand new cane and he was 
leaning on it heavily, favoring one knee, but he was made 
up on not having to use crutches for all the wedding 


pictures. He said he could handle looking like an old man if 
he had to. Anything for me. And | appreciated that. 


Neither of us wanted to wait a minute longer than we had to, 
to make our relationship official and forever. | hadn't 
hesitated for a moment over that, but now | was starting to 
feel the nerves. 


"You don't think this is crazy, Dad?" 


"Honey, that's what love is. You gotta go with it when it feels 
right." 


Dad's eyes were kind of dewy and | couldn't stop smiling 
when he looked at me like all his dreams for me were coming 
true. 


| nodded. That made so much sense to me, bone deep. It 
was exactly how | felt about Roman. None of it made sense, 
but he had to be mine. 


"After today, you don't have to worry about me anymore, 
Dad. I'm gonna be the one taking care of both of us." 


He patted my hand. "Ah Chloe, don't talk like that. | wasn't 
worried about you. You were always gonna come out on top. 
| knew that. This? This is just you getting everything | 
always wished me and your Mom could have given you. 
Roman, he's gonna take care of you. | know that. But you 
could'a taken care of yourself just fine. Look at the swell job 


you've been doing with the boats now that my stubborn ass 
is outta the way." 


"Stop, you're gonna make me ruin my makeup." 


Behind us, Destiny cleared her throat. "You guys, we gotta 
get out there." 


She nodded towards the doors leading to the beach and the 
boardwalk beyond, where everyone was waiting for us and | 
took a deep breath. 


Dad crooked his arm and | slipped my arm through his, 
falling into step with him. My hands were sweaty on the 
ribbon of the bouquet and my hair was stiff with hairspray. 
Whatever happened, | was going to look like my best self in 
those damn pictures. 


We waited for Destiny to make her way to the front, and then 
it was my turn. 


The whole way along was dripping with flowers and there 
were lanterns all the way along that would come on when 
the sun dipped below the horizon. For now, | was walking 
toward the deep pink sky in a cloud of jasmine from all the 
plants twining around the handrails of the walkway. 


At the end, there were chairs set up for the guests and 
suddenly there was music playing. A couple of violinists 
stood up from their seats and | realized there was a cellist at 


the front. | let out a gasp before | could stop myself, and | 
saw Roman chuckle. 


He was so handsome standing up there in a brand new suit 
that fit him like a second skin, looking so cool and perfect, 
like he was right out of a magazine with his shirt unbuttoned 
half the way down and his skin perfectly bronzed from the 
sun. | couldn't stop smiling as we walked towards him 
because suddenly it was starting to sink in. This was real. He 
was going to be my husband and it was going to be forever. 


We were going to be a family together, and it didn't matter 
what anyone else thought about it, because we'd be 
together. And | was going to have his babies and make him 
happy for the rest of his days, the way he was going to make 
me happy too. 


I'd never wanted anything more completely in my life. | 
couldn't imagine spending my days with anybody else. 


The dogs were waiting up at the front and Roman had them 
sitting, perfectly obedient for him at his side. There was a 
ring box tied to Kosh's collar and Mechta had a beautiful 
bow around her neck. 


Dad kissed me on the cheek and went to stand in the front 
row, leaving me at the front with the priest and my future 
husband. 


The ceremony passed in a blur. Our vows were perfect and 
when he slid the ring onto my finger and said "I do" there 
was a sound in the trees and a whole flock of roseate 
spoonbills took off across the water, their large pink wings so 
graceful against the sky. 


Roman pulled me close, and when he kissed me, | didn't 
even notice all the camera flashes going off around us. The 
only things that existed were the two of us and the lapping 
of the waves against the shore. 


Kosh let out a deep bark and everyone exploded into 
applause. When Roman set me down on my feet again, | 
opened my eyes to see the sun just sinking into the water. 


Roman's hand twined with mine and he raised it high into 
the air with a loud shout of triumph. 


"Now, we have some serious celebrating to do, my friends. 
My wife and | would love for you to join us." 


Roman 


A wall of camera flashes went off in front of the podium, 
leaving both me and Chloe a little dazed. Instead of inviting 
the press into our wedding, | had arranged a press 
conference. After this, the rest of the evening was ours to 
celebrate our marriage until the small hours of the morning. 


Igor shifted beside us and | knew that he had avoided 
looking at the camera men, keeping his eyes scanning the 
crowd for any threats, as always. 


| turned to Chloe and smiled at her. No wonder the 
photographers had gone crazy, she looked beautiful in her 
wedding dress. | loved that she had chosen to stay in it 
rather than changing into another dress just for the sake of 
it. She was my bride and | wanted that to be as clear as day. 


This last surprise | had kept from her until the last minute 
and now she was glowing. | knew it was pride lighting her 
up. She had every right to be. All this had come from her 
dreams and it was her drive and her determination that 
would bring this to pass. It was going to take a lot of hard 
work for both of us, but it would be worth it. 


"Thank you for all the well wishes. | hope you have had a 
chance to take the pictures that you wanted. We will be 
releasing some official pictures shortly. But | wanted to talk 
to you about something else this evening." 


Next to me, Chloe squeezed my hand and | knew for certain 
that she was exactly the right person to be by my side. She 
would support me in any way | needed, even if that meant 
stepping into the limelight herself. | couldn't stop myself 
from smiling back at her. What did it matter if they all saw 
how very much in love | was with my own wife? 


"I'd like to announce the start of my newest venture. My first 
with my wife, but | hope there will be many more in the 
years to come. Blue Marlin is an organization we are setting 
up to do conservation work in the Miami area. We hope that 
the charity will bring opportunities for people in the local 
area to learn about the nature they are surrounded by." 


Another round of flash bulbs went off when I pulled the rope 
to unveil the newly designed logo on the board behind us, 
and a flurry of questions came from the crowd. | drew ina 
breath and waited patiently for them to simmer down. 


"Where does this interest come from? Is this Chloe's doing?" 
| laughed. 


"I think my wife has a lot to answer for. | have always known 
that the ocean is very important. It is something that we 
both treasure. | have enjoyed kitesurfing for a long time 
now and we share a love for snorkeling and the wildlife in 
this area. Chloe has made me more aware of how precarious 
it can be, and | want to do everything | can to make sure it is 
preserved. It is only right that | use my position and my 
wealth to help ensure that the ocean is protected." 


Next to me, Chloe cleared her throat and leaned in to the 
microphone. 


"Hi. Hello. | wanted to say that we also wanted to provide 
opportunities for young people to gain qualifications as they 


work. | know how difficult that can be, particularly in 
something like marine conservation. My dream is that we 
can create a program for people like me, who never got the 
chance to go to college so that we can continue this well 
into the future, protecting the Florida coastline and the 
delicate ecosystem of the Everglades as well as supporting 
our local community." 


| stood back, the smile on my face as broad as ever. There 
was nothing else | could have added to make what she'd 
said any better. And my heart was so full with love for her 
than | thought it might burst. 


“Thank you. That is everything. We have a wedding 
celebrating." 


Chloe leaned against my side, and | wrapped my arm around 
her as we walked away from the podium and back towards 
the party. 


"| love you Chloe. Very much." 


She looked up at me and squeezed my middle a little 
tighter. "I love you. My husband." 


Amid a thousand camera flashes, | ducked down to kiss my 
wife, knowing that this moment marked the start of the rest 
of our lives together. 


Roman 


Fireworks exploded overhead with perfect timing, just as | 
had arranged and on the beach all the lanterns flared to life. 


| had an entire team of event organizers whose entire 
purpose in life was to excite and thrill. When | held the best 
parties in Miami, my wedding had to measure up. 


The band started up on the beach, salsa music in full swing 
as we trailed towards the sand in a cloud of rose petals 
being tossed into the air. 


Everyone wanted to shake my hand, and congratulate us 
both. Chloe was pulled into so many embraces. | felt like | 
was walking on air. 


Chloe was the most beautiful woman alive. I'd always known 
that, but today everyone here must have shared that 
opinion too. 


Next to me, Chloe was giddy with happiness, her smile 
gleaming so brightly we didn't need the lanterns at all. She 
pulled her heels off as soon as we hit the sand and Destiny 
was there to take them away, then Chloe was twirling under 
my arm, dancing a few little steps and | drew her to me. 


"This is supposed to be later." 


"I don't care." 


What could | do but kiss her? | still couldn't believe | was 
going to get to keep her, to come home to her every day and 
share my entire world with her. | groaned, full of conflict as 
inevitably my body decided that | had to have her right 
there. Chloe's smile hitched up entirely wickedly as she 
stroked over my rock hard erection through my pants. 


On her tiptoes she leaned up to speak against my ear, 
pulling my head down towards her. "We could always sneak 
off for a minute" 


But then someone called my name, and a solid hand settled 
onto my shoulder. 


“Roman you old dog. | leave you alone for five minutes and 
you go and get married." 


Reluctantly | pulled away from my wife, swallowing my 
growl. No one else in the world would have got away with 
the interruption, but Maxim Toropov was a very serious man, 
and one of my closest friends within the Bratva. 


"Chloe, this is Maxim. And his wife, Elizabeth, and their son. 
I'm so glad you could make it." 


"Wouldn't miss it for the world. Beautiful ceremony. Beautiful 
bride." 


Maxim kissed Chloe's hand, bending low and Elizabeth 
rolled her eyes and elbowed her husband. Her accent 


identified her as British, as did Maxim's, although her legal 
name was now pure Russian, she still went by the English 
version in conversation. "Don't let him fluster you Chloe. He 
thinks he's charming." She lowered her voice and leaned in, 
pretending to shield her words, though all of us could still 
hear her. "I'm starting to think it's a Russian thing." 


| laughed and Maxim's echoed mine. "Charming enough for 
you darling, clearly." 


Chloe looked at me fondly, and nudged against my arm. 
"Charming enough for me too, | guess." Then she looked 
back to the infant balanced on Elizabeth's hip. | watched her 
coo over him with an odd feeling in my chest. Seeing her 
interact with the child made me even more certain that | 
wanted us to have a family of our own as soon as possible. 


"Oh my God, is this Alexei? Destiny my Maid of Honor has 
about a million pictures of him. She was totally smitten 
when she was looking after him." 


Elizabeth beamed. "Oh, really? She was an absolute 
godsend with him. Actually, we were joking about stealing 
her away with us to Russia when we leave. Maybe that's not 
such a daft idea after all. We'll have to ask her, won't we 
Max?" 


"Absolutely. The woman's a baby whisperer." 


Chloe smiled. | couldn't stop watching her. It was so good to 
see her interact with the people who mattered to me with 
such ease. | wondered whether that would change if she 
knew the pair of them were paid to sort out whatever 
problems the Bratva came across, in whatever way they 
needed to be solved. "Oh she totally is. | think she'd love 
that. She's always wanted to see the world." 


| cleared my throat, raising a pointed eyebrow at Maxim. "In 
St Petersburg? | heard there was going to be some trouble 
there." 


Maxim shrugged, eyes glinting in a way that confirmed all of 
my suspicions. "| know it's not Sunny Isles, but it's hardly a 
warzone, Roman. We wouldn't put Destiny in any danger." 


"I hope not." Chloe would never forgive me if | knowingly let 
her best friend get into trouble. "Anyway, this is not the time 
to discuss business Maxim. Please, make use of the bar. 
Have some food. We have everything you could want. Enjoy 
yourselves." 


"Congratulations, the pair of you. All the best for married 
life. | Know we're enjoying it!" 


EPILOGUE 


Roman 


Chloe and | had booked a honeymoon to the Seychelles, 
where we could have our own deserted paradise and snorkel 
right off the white sandy beaches. We could have gone to 
The Maldives instead and stayed in an over the water villa 
with private butler service, but | wanted something more 
exclusive than any old resort. 


The place | found, we would have entirely to ourselves, 
except for the staff who were there to run it, and the chef to 
cook our food. 


| planned for there to be no interruptions at all for the entire 
two weeks. Nothing was going to stop me from enjoying my 
wife. | was beginning to see the merits of not always 
showing off everything that you had. When it came to Chloe, 
| wanted to keep her all to myself. 


She was all packed and ready to go, traveling light with only 
one suitcase. | raised a brow as | lifted it into the trunk of the 
car, and she smiled at me, ducking in close. 


"Well I'm not expecting to be wearing clothes, most of the 
time." 


| barked a laugh, pulling her in against me for a deep, 
possessive kiss. It still felt as right as it had the first time I'd 
ever locked lips with her, and I knew that this was going to 
be forever. She was always going to have the power to turn 
me on and make me want her naked right there and then, 
right up until the day | died. "I love it when you talk like 
that." 


Her eyes glinted with pleasure, and she barely looked away 
from me once for the entire journey to the airport. 


But | had one more surprise. 


With a coffee in her hand, Chloe frowned at the departure 
board. "I don't see our flight up there." 


"Really?" | played dumb, fishing out our tickets from the 
travel wallet | was keeping them in. "You better check." | 
handed them over to her, watching her expression change 
as she read the information. 


"This is to Tampa. Why are we going to Tampa?" 
"It is near to Crystal River." 


| knew as soon as | said it, that Chloe would understand the 
significance. Crystal River was the only place in Florida 
where you could swim with manatees, and | had arranged an 
entire day's private tour for the two of us before we flew out 
for our proper honeymoon. 


"Oh my God, Roman, really?" Chloe flung her arms around 
me, nearly flinging her coffee all over the both of us, and | 
swung her around, caught up with her glee. 


When we arrived, a driver met us and took us down to the 
river where we changed into wetsuits and went out on a 
boat to the best area to see the gentle giant creatures. Chloe 
could barely contain her excitement as we slipped into the 
warm water with them. 


| had to admit, it was magical to duck beneath the water and 
enter the world of such placid, ancient creatures. It felt as 
though they had the right idea, going slow and bathing in 
the currents, letting life come at them without undue stress. 


Maybe it was me getting old, but | could see the appeal of 
having all my family around me and just taking it easy. 
Chloe's face lit up when one of the creatures took an interest 
in her and nuzzled against her hand and | wished | had the 
underwater camera | had packed for the coral reefs. 


| always wanted to see her as happy as she was right then. 
And | would work every day of my life to make sure that she 
stayed that way. All the money in the world meant nothing 
to me, unless | could see that smile. Of all the things | ever 
wanted, Chloe was the most priceless of all. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Chloe 
Six Months Later 


Dad was busy fussing over me like I'd never been down on 
the dock before and couldn't find my way around a boat. 
Roman was just as bad. 


The pair of them were driving me crazy and | wished Destiny 
was still in the country to help me fend the pair of them off, 
but she was all the way in Russia, looking after Elizabeth 
and Maxim's baby. 


"Papa, I'm pregnant, not dying. Come on, ease up a little." 


After what happened to him over the summer I think he'd 
thought that maybe he wouldn't get to see any grandkids, 
and | was really glad that wasn't going to be the case. No 
one was ever going to threaten him again now that Roman 
had seen to all that, so he was going to be around for as 
many grandkids as we could give him. 


Roman was the reason for all of the fuss, as well as my 
gigantic belly, and he was standing at the bottom of the 
gangway grinning. 


"What's going on? Why are we down here again?" 


| didn't trust it when the pair of them were getting on so 
well. After Roman had thrown his weight around to make it 
clear that my father's business, and the marina at large, 
were a no-go area for any late night illegal runs to and from 
Cuba, things had settled down for the business. My Dad was 
back on his feet after his knee had healed up and he'd been 
able to carry on taking clients out, captaining Roman's boat. 


| had no doubt Roman had steered a whole load of his 
friends in my Dad's direction whether or not they showed 
the slightest bit of interest in ocean fishing, and | really 
loved him for that. Since the boat my Dad had sunk most of 
his capital into had gone up in flames, there wouldn't have 
been anything for him to do at all until the insurance money 
came through, and in the mean time, without Roman, the 
business would have died for sure. 


Mechta let out a woof, wagging her tail as she caught sight 
of us, and Kosh bounded over. 


"Why does anything have to be going on?" 


| narrowed my eyes at him, trusting him even less now that 
he was playing innocent. | guess the gleam in his eyes gave 
the game away. "Don't think that you can start lying to me 
just because we're married now." 


He laughed again. "Chloe, | would not dare." 


At the bottom of the ramp, | realized what | was looking at. 
Right in the berth that had always had our clunky old fishing 
boat, was a vessel that was gleaming. 


It took a double take for me to realize it was ours. 


"Wait. This is The Spoonbill? Did you get all this redone?" | 
couldn't believe it. No way did the insurance pay out cover 
all that had been done to her. The whole hull had to have 
been recoated and the deck had new fittings from nose to 
tail. 


My Dad nodded. "We wanted the paintwork on the whole 
fleet to match in." 


My eyes widened. "The fleet? What?" All my life Dad had 
talked about running more than two boat and how he'd be 
able to get a proper outfit going if he had the capital to pay 
a bigger crew and make sure the quality was just as high, 
but it had never been a realistic option. 


Roman shrugged. "I am... how do you say? A silent partner, 
now. Family business is important. | wanted to make sure we 
have a legacy to pass along." 


The idea was so sentimental when Roman was in charge of 
his own business too, but I loved that he saw how important 
these boats were to my Dad. And to me. 


| gravitated towards my husband, feeling happy tears start 
to prickle as | buried myself against his chest just as much 
as the bump of our growing daughter in my belly would 
allow. 


"This is amazing." | wanted her to be able to go out on the 
water with us and hear all the tales of her Grandpa 
wrangling the biggest fish in the sea with her Daddy, and 
taking her out on the boats, showing her where I'd come 
from. 


My Dad shook his head. "We haven't got to the best bit yet, 
darlin’." 


Roman led me along to the next boat along and | realized it 
wasn't a fishing boat at all. This one was a glass bottomed 
dive boat like the one I'd used to take people out to see 
dolphins on before | got fired and came to beg a job off 
Destiny. 


There was still a protective seal over the place where the 
name of the boat was written. 


| frowned at Roman, and looked back to my Dad. "Ain't you 
gonna unveil her? She's yours." 


"Really?" 


"Of course she is sweetheart. All | ever wanted was to give 
you this, and you've gone and found the man who could do 


what your Papa tried to." 
"Oh, Dad." 


He shook his head, touching his cheek where | could see a 
tear forming that all of us knew he wasn't going to let 
escape. "No. It's the way it's meant to be. You think | want 
you to be married to a man l'm looking down to. This is 
good, and now, when you're not so busy being a mama, and 
getting your picture in all them magazines, jet-setting all 
over the place, you've always got a place here. With me." 


| pushed out of Roman's arms and hugged my Dad hard. "I 
like that a lot." 


"Good. Because you gotta pass your marine biology course 
or the whole business plan falls through." He laughed. 


"What?" 


Roman handed me an envelope and | opened it with shaking 
hands. Inside was a letter for a deferred placement at Miami 
Dade College. My jaw hit the floor. 


"Oh my God. Is this real?" 


Roman nodded. "I know the Dean. It is ready for you, 
whenever you want to take up the place." 


| slapped my hand over my mouth, nostrils flaring as tears 
took over, smothering my breathing and making me snort 


out ugly sounds. It didn't matter. Roman was already kissing 
my tears away. 


He always knew exactly what | needed, and lately it felt like 
that was always him, in one way or another. 


With him by my side, all my dreams were finally coming 
true. All I'd needed was some confidence to get there, rather 
than being held back by all the fears my Dad had rightly 
had. And Roman's money didn't hurt. But it wasn't just that 
by any means. When I was next to him, | didn't feel like a 
fumbling failure trying to pull myself through mistake after 
mistake, when he looked at me, he saw all the things | was 
capable of doing and drew out of me all of the things | truly 
wanted. | was never going to be able to pay him back for 
that. 


"You're going to make this business amazing, Chloe. | should 
have made you my partner years ago. Roman was showing 
me all the figures. It could really be something." 


"I know it will be Dad. Just you wait and see. It's going to be 
amazing." 


"Go on, unveil her," Roman prompted. "She's all yours." 


It took everything | had to pull myself together and | only 
just managed it. Roman took the envelope back from me 
and | carefully pulled away the plastic that was covering 


over where the name had been painted onto the fiberglass 
hull. 


Manatee. 


| let out a laugh, smiling so much that my jaw was starting 
to hurt. "It's perfect." 


"Just like you." 


Dad rolled his eyes. "Alright the pair of you. You can't start 
working on another grandkid until you've got the first one 
out. How about we get to that picnic we were going to be 
having, before the dogs eat it all huh?" 


Roman clapped a large hand on my Dad's shoulder and his 
grin took over his whole face. 


"That is an excellent idea, Grandpa." 


| couldn't stop myself from laughing at Dad's face, but it 
didn't matter. We were family and we were always going to 
be. 
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